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PREFACE. 


As  one  who  treads  a  long  and  dreary  way, 
And  of  its  dull  monotony  weary  grown, 
Seeks  to  beguile  the  tedium  of  the  hours 
By  plucking,  as  he  goes,  the  wayside  flowers, 

Thinking  the  while,  maybe,  of  some  dear  one 
In  whose  loved  hands  the  blossoms  he  will  lay; 
Finds,  when  his  journey  ends  at  close  of  day, 

The  little  blossoms  faded,  dead,  or  dying, 
And  feels  inclined  to  throw  the  flowers  away, 
But,  fancying  he  hears  their  voices  crying, 
He  tenders  them — all  faded  as  they  are — 
Since  they  have  cheered  his  lonely  path  so  far. 

So  I,  now  that  the  time  has  come,  am  sighing, 
Reluctant  and  ashamed  to  offer  you 
Such  trifles  as  these  simple  wayside  flowers, 
Which,  to  beguile  life's  long  and  dreary  hours, 
I  culled  from  the  hedgerows  as  I  passed  by 
The  fields  or  borderlands  of  Poesy. 
And,  if  my  bunch  containeth  too  much  rue, 
Remember  that  there  is,  and  aye  will  be, 
Sad  songs  for  those  who  dwell  beside  the  sea, 
And  that  my  pathway  has  the  oftener  run 
In  shadow  than  beneath  the  golden  sun. 
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But  haply  midst  my  blossoms  there  may  be — 
Poor,  simple,  little  wildflowers  though  they  be — 
Some  tiny  flower  that  may  appeal  to  you, 
Bright'ning  your  waning  faith  or  hope  anew. 
If  such  should  serve  to  cheer  one  aching  heart, 
Soothe  but  one  sorrow,  hope  to  one  impart, 
Lighten  one  cross,  ease  but  one  sad  heart's  pain, 
I  have  not  culled  my  wayside  flowers  in  vain. 


ANNIE    ISABEL    CURWEN, 

ROA    ISLAND, 

Jan.   1899. 
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The   last  line  on    Page    196   should   read 
at  the  end   of  the  preceding  poem. 


POEMS. 

1ber  Gracious  /l&ajestg  dtueen  IDtctoria, 

ON 

COMPLETING    THE    60TH    YEAR    OF    HER    REIGN. 

1837— 1897. 

Beloved  Queen  !  thrice  twenty  years  have  flown 
Since  that  eventful  morn  in  June,  when  thou 

Learnt  thy  succession  to  the  throne, 

And  now  the  silvered  tresses  wreathe  thy  brow. 

Dear  wast  thou  to  our  grandsires  in  those  days — 
The  olden  days  that  seem  so  far  away — - 

Dear  to  our  sires  who  sang  Victoria's  praise, 
And  dear  unto  our  children  of  to-day. 

Ah,  well  we  know  what  thoughts  are  in  thy  breast, 
What  mingled  memories  of  joy  and  pain, 

As  standing  by  this  fresh  milestone  to  rest 
Thou  dost  review  thy  glorious  record  reign. 

Gone  are  those  grey-haired  counsellors  of  thine, 
Who  were  the  first  to  pledge  their  lealty 

To  thee  and  all  thy  future  Royal  line — 

But  in  the  courts  of  heaven  they  wait  for  thee. 
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Gone  too,  thy  Consort  Albert,  named  the  "  Good," 
That  dear  devoted  one  who  called  thee  wife  ; 

And  left  thee  to  long  years  of  widowhood — 
Oh  !  thine  has  been  indeed  a  chequered  life. 

But  thou  hast  ever  well  and  nobly  borne 
The  onerous  duties  of  thine  high  estate  ; 

And  surely  on  this  great  thanksgiving  morn 
With  solemn  joy  thy  heart  must  be  elate  ; 

For  God  has  blessed  thee,  aye  !  in  very  truth, 
O'er  other  earthly  monarchs  far  above  : 

Given  thee  wisdom,  crowned  thee  from  thy  youth 
With  honour,  glory,  peace,  and  perfect  luve. 

Prolonged  thy  days,  so  that  thine  eyes  might  see 
The  son  of  thy  son's  son — a  direct  line 

Of  heirs,  assured  by  heaven  to  thee — 

Surely  the  Lord  hath  blest  both  thee  and  thine. 

Empress  of  India  !   Queen  of  our  dear  land  ; 

Dear  in  thy  youth,  but  dearer  to  us  now, 
Since  Time  has  woven  with  his  tireless  hand 

A  silver  coronal  for  thy  dear  brow. 

Accept  the  homage  of  thy  many  sons, 

Whose  faithful  hearts  are  shrines  of  loyalty  ; 

And  daughters,  too,  who  train  their  little  ones 
To  think  with  loving  reverence  of  thee. 


ROYAL    BRIDAL    ODE.  II 

O,  Queen  beloved  !   girt  round  with  golden  chains, 
The  golden  chains  our  loyal  hearts  have  wove, 

Thy  power  is  built  on  that  which  never  wanes — 
That  glorious  power — a  freeborn  nation's  love. 

With  thine  the  nation's  prayers  ascend  to-day 

To  the  great  Lord  of  Lords — the  King  of  Kings — 

Praying  that  He  may  guard  thee  day  by  day, 
And  keep  thee  'neath  the  shadow  of  His  wings. 

And  when  at  last  He  calls  thee  to  resign 

This  kingdom  thou  hast  loved  and  called  thy  own, 

God  grant  a  fairer  kingdom  may  be  thine  — 

A  seat  with  Him  upon  the  Great  White  Throne. 


IRoval  Bri&al  ©fce. 

i. 

Shine,  O  sun,  in  all  thy  splendour, 

Lend  the  brightness  of  thy  rays 
To  enrich  the  scene  of  grandeur, 

To  enhance  this  day  of  days. 
Come  in  glorious  effulgence, 

Scatter  every  cloud  aside  ; 
Come  as  sign  of  Heaven's  indulgence, 

Beam  on  bridegroom  and  on  bride. 
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Come,  for  all  the  wide  world  over, 

England's  sons  and  daughters,  too, 
Are  thinking  of  the  Royal  lover 

Who  eagerly  awaits  for  you. 
Come,  the  night's  dark  shadows  chasing, 

Till  each  cloud  has  sped  away, 
Come,  as  seal  of  Heaven's  own  blessing, 

On  this  Royal  bridal  day. 
ii. 
Ring,  O  bells,  ring  out  the  story, 

Ring,  sweet  joy  bells,  far  and  near: 
Tell  to  youth,  and  old  age  hoary, 

'Tis  the  bridal  morn  of  England's  heir. 
Far  and  wide  your  gay  notes  flinging 

In  noisy  cities  and  village  dells, 
Till  all  the  land  is  filled  with  the  ringing 

Music  of  merry  wedding  bells. 
Cry,  "  A  truce  unto  dull  care, 

Let  every  heart  be  light  and  gay  ; 
The  bridal  day  of  Old  England's  heir 

Should  be  a  national  holiday." 
in. 
Blow,  ye  breezes,  and  proudly  wave 

The  myriad  flags  that  float  on  high, 
Here  comes  the  bride  and  bridegroom  brave, 

While  the  cheers  of  multitudes  rend  the  sky. 
She  looks  so  fair  in  her  robes  of  white, 

And  he  so  handsome,  proud,  and  gay, 
That  eyes  grow  dim  at  th=  gallant  sight, 

And  women  sob,  while  men  hurrah. 
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Cheers  give  place  to  murmured  prayers, 

For  hearts  to  their  very  depths  are  stirred  ; 
Smiling  faces  are  seen  through  tears, 

And  blessings  on  every  hand  are  heard. 
Shine,  O  sun,  more  brightly  now, 

Haste,  little  sunbeams,  kiss  the  bride, 
Lovingly  touch  the  bridegroom's  brow, 

Radiant  now  with  love  and  pride. 
Sound  the  trumpets,  while  cannons  roar, 

Flash  the  glad  tidings  o'er  land  and  seas, 
Unto  Australia's  distant  shore, 

And  away  to  the  far  Antipodes. 

IV. 

Ring,  sweet  joy  bells,  everywhere, 

Ring  out  and  say  the  deed  is  done. 
And  Princess  May,  the  good,  the  fair, 

Is  wed  to  England's  noble  son  : 
Son  of  the  most  illustrious  line 

This  world  of  ours  has  ever  seen  ; 
Will  ever  name  as  brightly  shine 

As  India's  Empress,  England's  Queen  ? 
And  thou,  fair  bride,  of  Royal  race, 

Famed  for  honour  and  renown, 
Who  so  fit  as  thee  to  grace 

England's  future  Throne  and  Crown  ? 
Ring,  O  merry  wedding  bells, 

And  send  the  tidings  far  and  wide, 
In  cities,  towns,  and  village  dells: 

"  God  bless  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride  !  " 
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V. 

If  "  marriages  are  made  in  heaven," 

That  holy  place  of  mysteries, 
Then  God  Himself  hath  sanction  given 

For  the  joining  of  these  destinies. 
And  He  whose  wisdom  cannot  err, 

Whose  skill  hath  all  creation  planned, 
Hath  chosen  this  bride  for  England's  heir, 

And  bound  them  heart  and  hand. 
Chasten'd  by  the  sorrow  past, 

Heart  to  heart  has  closer  drawn, 
And  the  night  has  gone  at  last, 

Ushering  in  a  sweeter  dawn. 

VI. 

Shine,  O  sun,  in  all  thy  splendour, 

Lend  the  brightness  of  thy  rays 
To  enrich  the  scene  of  grandeur, 

To  enhance  this  "  day  of  days." 
History  shall  repeat  this  story 

I  have  sung  in  simple  strain, 
Saying,  "  'Twas  the  crowning  glory 

Of  the  great  Victoria's  reign  !  " 


0|5T  flfc. 
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XLhc  "IRo^al  Betrotbal. 

TO    PRINCESS    MAY. 

May  thy  path  be  one  of  flowers, 

Royal  maiden  ; 
All  thy  future  days  and  hours 

With  joy  be  laden. 
Radiant  days,  may  they  ne'er  know 

A  sad  to-morrow; 
Golden  hours — as  they  go, 

Undimmed  by  sorrow. 
Around  you  ever  may  sweet  joys  spring, 

Princess  dear, 
Every  good  and  perfect  thing 

We  crave  for  here. 
Truest  friendship,  love  unchanging — 

Love  divine ; 
Faith  unspoiled,  while  aye  abiding 

Peace  be  thine. 
Children's  happy  voices  singing, 

In  the  years  to  come, 
Untold  joy  and  gladness  bringing 

To  your  hearts  and  home. 
May  life  in  harmony  be  spent, 

O  fair  young  bride  ; 
Within  thy  breast  may  sweet  content 

For  aye  abide. 
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By  the  memory  of  past  days, 

Thou  wilt  know, 
Our  sympathies  are  thine  always, 

In  weal  or  woe. 
For  by  that  bond  of  sympathy — 

A  bond  divine — 
Our  hearts  are  bound  eternally 

To  thee  and  thine. 
From  Queen  to  peasant  all  rejoice 

With  feeling  rare  ; 
May  heaven  itself  smile  on  the  choice 

Of  England's  heir. 


Ube  Btrtb  of  a  prince. 

He  has  come  !    the  joy  bells  ring  gaily  on  the  summer 

air  ; 
He  has  come  !    our  future  king,  son  of  Albert  Edward's 

heir. 

He  has  come  !   our  fond  lips  sing,  Welcome  !  welcome  ! 
baby  fair  ! 

First-born  of  the  royal  pair. 

He  has  come  !    the   roses   say — folding  close  each  tiny 

bud- 
He  has  come   to  crown   sweet  May,  with  the  crown  of 

motherhood. 

He  has  come  !    O  happy  day  !   birds  are  singing  in  the 

wood — 

He  has  come,  our  gift  of  God  ! 
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Through  those  hours  with  terror  rife — when  strength  was 

slipping  fast  away — - 
While  the  angels  Death  and  Life  strove  for  victory,  as 

she  lay 

Wearied  out  with  travail's  strife,  we  could  only  "  watch 

and  pray  " 

For  thee,  loved  Princess  May. 

"  Unto  you  a  child  is  born,  unto  us  a  son  is  given  :  " 

Songs  of  gladness  woke  the  morn,  hymns  of  praise  we 

sang  at  even  ; 

Grateful  thanks  we  now  return  to  the  Lord  of  Life  in 

Heaven 

For  the  precious  life  He's  given. 

'Tis  a  blessed  consummation,  every  loyal  heart  doth  own  ; 

While  the  pulse  of  this  great  nation  throbs  as  proudly  as 

the  Throne, 

Throbs  with  joy  and  exultation  for  the  birth  of  George's 

son, 

Heir  one  day  to  England's  crown. 

Scion  of  a  noble  race  !  in  thy  person  may  we  find 
Every  attribute  of  grace  that  has  marked  thy  royal  kind. 
Healthy  physique,  fair  of  face,  with  true  nobility  of  mind, 

And  geniality  combined. 

Gold  and  silver  I  have  none  ;   naught,  sweet  one,  to  offer 

thee  ; 
But  my  prayers  to  Heaven  have  flown,  asking  that  thy 

life  may  be 
Pure  and  lovely  as  her  own,  who  has  given  life  to  thee: 

May'st  thou  live  as  holily. 
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Uhc   1Ro\>al   Bfrtb. 

December   14th,   1895. 

A  Prince  was  born 

To  York,  this  chill  December  morn. 

Angels  of  light 

Brought  the  gift  from  the  Infinite  ; 

Set  the  new  gem 

In  the  maternal  diadem  ; 

Planted  the  flower 

That  bloometh  now  in  George's  bower — 

A  Christmas  rose, 

That  daily,  hourly  sweeter  grows. 

O  gift  of  love  ! 

From  the  eternal  source  above. 

O  baby  boy  ! 

Whose  coming  has  turned  grief  to  joy  ; 

Thou  art  a  ray 

Of  sunlight,  bright'ning  this  dark  day. 

This  day,  for  years 

Held  sacred  by  Victoria's  tears 

For  the  loved  dead, 

Who  left  her  fond  heart  widowed, 

Henceforth  will  be 

The  brighter  for  the  thought  of  thee, 

Thou  precious  one. 

Welcome  !  sweet  May  and  George's  son. 


MAY    BLOSSOM.  ig 


/H>ap  Blossom. 

Upon  the  bosom  of  sweet  May 
Another  little  flower  reposes  ; 

A  sister  rose-bud  come  to  bloom 

Besides  York's  bonnie  budding  roses. 

Another  blossom  lent  unto 

The  royal  nursery  to  rear, 
Another  little  voice  to  make 

Sweet  music  for  the  parent  ear. 

Another  bond  to  closer  bind 

The  affections  of  the  royal  twain, 

Another  golden  link  to  add 

To  England  royal  lineal  chain. 

Another  guest  for  Jubilee 

To  shine  amid  the  royal  band  ; 

Most  cordially  we  welcome  thee, 
Ambassadress  from  Babyland  ! 
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1f3.lR.1l).    prince    of   Males. 

Born    November   gTH,    1841. 

Five  and  fifty  years  ago, 

A  baby  came  from  baby-land, 

To  a  palace  home,  and  lo  ! 

Joy-bells  rang  throughout  the  land. 

For  that  little  baby  fair 

Was  Albert  Fdward,  England's  heir. 

Proudly  Queen  Victoria  lay, 
Holding  baby  to  her  breast  ; 

And  methinks  that  she  would  say — 
God  is  good,  and  I  am  blest  ; 

Keep  my  babe,  O  King  of  Kings, 

'Neath  Thine  everlasting  wings. 

Swift  the  years  have  rolled  away, 

And  to-day  Victoria  hears 
The  bells  ring,  as  they  rang  that  day, 
And  she  smileth  through  her  tears, 
As  her  mother  heart  still  sings — 
Guard  him  ever  King  of  Kings. 
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Ht  1b\?men's  Gates, 

On  the  Marriage  of  Princess  Maud  of  Wales. 

Adown  Love's  rose-strewn  path  she  trips 

'Neath  Summer's  sunny  skies, 
With  blushing  cheeks,  and  smiling  lips, 

And  happy  love-lit  eyes, 
Towards  those  mystic  golden  gates 

Entrance  to  Hymen's  bowers, 
Where  her  true  love  her  coming  waits 

Among  the  nodding  flowers. 

The  roses  smile  to  see  her  pass, 

The  song  birds  sweetly  sing, 
As  her  light  feet  trip  o'er  the  grass 

In  haste  to  greet  her  king, 
Her  lord,  who  with  impatience  waits 

To  clasp  her  little  hand, 
And  lead  her  through  the  golden  gates 

To  love's  enchanted  land. 

One  fleeting  backward  glance  she  throws 

Upon  the  dear  old  life, 
As  Hymen's  mystic  gates  unclose 

In  welcome  to  the  wife. 
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The  blushing  rose  her  cheeks  forsake, 

Her  sunny  eyes  grow  dim, 
But  she  dares  all  for  love's  sweet  sake, 

And  enters  in  with  him. 

0  love  is  strong !  for  it  can  break 

All  other  tender  ties  ; 
O  love  is  sweet  !  for  it  doth  make 

This  world  a  paradise  ; 
'Tis  the  acme  of  human  bliss, 

The  poetry  of  life  ; 
God  grant  thee  such  sweet  love  as  this, 

To  bless  thee,  happy  wife ! 


{7i^        m 
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IN     MEMORIAM. 


Hd.1R.1F3.    TIbe    HHifee    of   Clarence. 

Not  for  them  the  gladsome  ringing 
Of  the  merry  wedding  bell ; 

But  for  him  the  mournful  tolling 
Of  the  sad  funeral  knell. 

Not  for  her  the  bridal  blossoms, 
The  fair  white  orange  wreath  ; 

But  for  her  the  "  crown  of  sorrow," 
For  him  the  flowers  of  death. 

Not  for  them  the  choral  service, 
For  bride  and  bridegroom  dear. 

Instead,  the  solemn  dirges 
Chanted  above  a  bier. 


"  Man  proposes,  God  disposes  ;  " 
Who  could  foresee  his  doom, 
Or  think  that  path  of  roses 
Was  leading  to  a  tomb  ? 


O  gentle  Alexandria, 

In  cottage  as  in  hall, 
There  are  loyal  hearts  that  ache  for  thee, 

And  loving  tears  that  fall. 
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In  this  hour  of  deep  affliction, 
Will  it  comfort  you  to  know 

A  nation  mourns  in  unison 
With  sympathetic  woe. 

God  bless  the  Royal  Household, 
And  our  gracious  Queen  to-day  ; 

And  in  Thy  mercy,  comfort,  Lord, 
Beloved  Princess  May. 


prince   Ibenrg   of   Battenbero. 

Henry  of  Battenberg  is  dead  ! 
The  tidings  come  from  o'er  the  sea, 
Filling  all  hearts  with  sympathy 

For  England's  daughter  widowed. 

While  others  fought  for  England's  weal, 
He  could  not  stay  at  home  content, 
So  left  his  royal  home  and  went  — 

His  bosom  fired  with  noble  zeal — 

To  join  the  chosen  gallant  band, 
Himself  a  princely  Volunteer, 
Leaving  his  wife  and  children  dear, 

For  hardship  in  a  distant  land. 
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Perchance,  he  hoped  to  win  renown, 
To  add  a  lustre  to  his  name  : 
Alas  !  for  all  his  hopes  of  fame, 

He  had  to  lay  his  armour  down, 

To  perish  in  that  far-off  land. 

Gone  all  his  glowing  dreams  of  fame  ; 

But  he  has  given,  all  the  same, 
His  life  for  thee,  dear  England  ! 


1f3.1R.1F).    TLhc    HHicbess    ot   XTccft. 

OCTOBER    27TH,     1897. 

Death  entered  in  the  royal  home, 
While  still  the  sleeping  city  lay 

Shrouded  in  darkness,  for  the  gloom 
Of  night  still  shadowed  day. 

Noiselessly  through  the  stately  hall 

The  angel  Azrael  stole, 
And  to  the  slumberer  soft  did  call — 
"  Arise  !  Arise  !   sweet  soul." 

Softly  his  hand  on  her  he  laid, 

While  watchers,  royal  watchers,  wept, 

Saying,  "  'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid," 
And  our  good  Princess  slept. 
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Closed  for  ever  her  beaming  eyes, 

Which  aye  with  loving  kindness  shone, 

But  in  the  courts  of  Paradise 

She  hears  her  Lord's  "  Well  done." 

For  that  great  generous  heart  of  her's 
Was  aye  the  home  of  kindly  thought, 

And  'mid  the  Master's  labourers 
Untiringly  she  wrought. 

So  we  mourn  not  as  those  who  mourn 
Who  have  no  hope  wherewith  to  bless, 

We  know  she  will  again  return 
With  added  beauteousness  ; 

That  on  her  noble  brow  which  graced 

The  noble  coronet  below, 
A  richer  jewel  will  be  placed, 

Her  loving  deeds  to  show. 

O  wife  beloved  !     O  mother  dear! 

True  follower  of  the  Holy  Cross  ; 
England  may  weep  above  thy  bier, 

For  thine's  the  country's  loss. 


TO    PRINCESS    BEATRICE.  27 


flfc. 


Zo  1fo.1R.1h.  princess  Beatrice,  on  the  H)eatb 
of  prince  Ibenrg  of  3Battenbero. 

Dear  daughter  of  our  land, 
Sorrow's  dark,  heavy  hand 

Has  crushed  thee  down, 
And  bade  thy  pale  lips  sup 
From  out  her  bitterest  cup  ; 
And  set  the  crown — 

The  widow's  crown — upon 
Thy  brow,  beloved  one, 

Wrenching  apart 
The  bonds  that  love  had  bound 
With  fond  affection  round 

About  thy  heart. 

Dear  daughter  of  our  land, 
We  mothers  understand 

Thy  sore  distress  ; 
And  so  we  offer  thee 
Our  loving  sympathy, 

With  tenderness. 
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As  wives,  we  feel  in  part 
The  anguish  of  thy  heart  ; 

As  mothers,  guess 
The  grief  it  is  to  thee 
Thy  little  ones  to  see 

Thus  fatherless. 

We  cannot  bear  thy  cross, 
We  cannot  ease  thy  loss, 

But  we  can  pray 
That  love,  the  Love  Divine, 
May  comfort  thee,  and  thine, 

This  mournful  day. 


ML 
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SACRED    POEMS. 


Zhc    Soul's    (SUiest. 

I  sought  the  Light — 
Sought  it  unconsciously 
In  earliest  infancy, 

When  as  a  little  child  I  lay 
Among  the  daisied  grass, 
Watching  the  white  clouds  pass 

Over  the  smiling  face  of  day. 
Then  some  new  sense  awoke; 
Was  it  the  soul  that  spoke  ? 

And  I  longed  to  soar  away 
Up  to  the  cloudlets  white, 
Up  to  some  lofty  height, 

And  roam  the  blue  skies  o'er  ; 
And  soar  away,  away, 
To  the  golden  gates  of  day, 

To  seek  for  Heaven's  door. 
Thus  in  my  infancy, 
I  sought  unconsciously 
To  find  the  Light. 
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I  sought  the  Light — 
Sought  it  in  childhood's  hours 
'Mid  the  sunshine  and  the  flow'rs, 

Though  I  did  not  understand 
Why  the  voices  of  the  wood 
Wooed  me  to  their  solitude  ; 

Why  I  left  the  childish  band, 
And  preferred  the  silent  shade, 
Where  the  feathered  songsters  made 

Sweet  music  as  I  lay 

Pondering  the  question — Why 
We  had  to  live  and  die  ? 

And  in  the  peaceful  night 

Strange  fancies  stirred  my  soul, 
As  Luna's  bright  beams  stole 

In  with  their  silvery  light  ; 

And  I  wept,  and  knew  not  why, 
But  sought  unconsciously 
The  Infinite. 


I  sought  the  Light — 
Sought  it  while  still  a  child, 
By  the  ocean  dark  and  wild  — 

For  the  voices  of  the  sea 

Drew  me  like  a  mystic  spell, 

And  my  breast  would  heave  and  swell, 

When  they  whispered  unto  me. 
But  their  meaning  was  not  plain, 
And  I  listened  then  in  vain  — 


THE    SOUL  S    QUEST.  3I 

For  my  soul  was  far  too  young 

To  read  their  tones  aright : 

But  they  led  me  to  the  Light; 
For  one  thought  within  me  sprung 

As  I  watched  the  great  waves  roll  — 

It  was  borne  in  to  my  soul — 
That  I  should  never  die. 

So  the  voices  of  the  sea 

Sang  of  Immortality  : 

And  my  soul  began  her  quest. 

Fast  flew  the  days,  the  days  of  my  girlhood, 
Those  days  that  are  always  so  sweet; 

And  swiftly,  swiftly,  time  bore  me  onward 
Where  "  brook  and  river  meet." 

Flowers  of  promise  grew  by  the  wayside, 

And  ever,  while  tripping  along, 
Friendship  beguiled,  and  Hope  ever  willing 

Sang  me  her  sweetest  song. 

Then  the  wild  wind  would  whisper  in  passing, 

Whither  away  !  art  on  thy  quest  ? 
And  the  silver  stars  smiled  down  upon  me, 

I  loved  their  voices  best. 

The  Thunder  spoke,  and  I  loved  to  hear  it — 

I  loved  its  deep  melodious  roll ; 
For  it  echoed  long  in  my  heart,  and  answered 

The  voices  of  my  soul. 
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But  the  voice  of  the  Sea  was  most  sublime, 
Though  it  filled  my  soul  with  unrest, 

For  it  told  me  of  past  and  future  time, 
And  spurred  me  on  my  quest. 

Then  the  voice  of  Pleasure  in  dulcet  tones 
Called,  "  Dreamer!  come  listen  to  me  ; 

Leave  thou  thy  quest  to  the  older  ones, 
The  world  is  calling:  thee." 
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So  for  a  space  I  listened  to  her  songs, 

But  my  soul  wearied  in  her  walls  ; 
I  found  no  pleasure  in  the  giddy  throngs, 

No  joy  in  Pleasure's  halls. 

But  still  I  lingered,  till  the  voice  within — - 

My  soul's  voice — whispered,  "Canst  thou  stay  ?" 

Then  Pleasure  came  and  sought  to  keep  me  still, 
But  I — I  could  not  stay. 

Then  in  the  gloaming  Love's  dear  voice  I  heard, 

Sweetly  it  fell  upon  mine  ear  ; 
And  my  young  heart  was  somehow  strangely 

And  thrilled  with  hope  and  fear.  [stirred, 

What  if  my  heart  in  list'ning  to  his  singing 
Should  lose  the  peace  within  her  breast  ? 

What  if  in  Love's  fair  guise  Satan  was  bringing 
An  hindrance  to  my  quest  ? 


THE    SOUL  S    QUEST.  33 

But  love,  if  love  be  pure,  is  elevating, 
It  lifts  the  heart  and  thoughts  above — 

And  life  was  sweeter,  though  there  was  no  mating, 
For  that  dear  song  of  Love. 

And  then  another  voice — Ambition's,  called  me, 
Speaking  in  glowing  terms  of  Fame, — 

And  I  turned  back  with  her— O  foolish  dreamer! 
And  thought  to  win  a  name. 

Then  Sorrow  came,  rousing  me  from  my  dreaming, 
And  Trouble  clasped  my  hand  in  hers, 

And  I  awoke,  and  found  my  pathway  teeming 
With  multifarious  cares. 

Burdens  there  were  to  bear,  and  crosses  also, 
From  which  I  shrank  in  my  despair — 

No!  No!  I  cried,  this  way  I  will  not  go  ; 
Such  loads  I  cannot  bear. 

Then  stern  Necessity  arose  and  goaded 
My  stumbling  feet  upon  their  road, 

And,  with  my  cares  and  troubles  overloaded, 
I  turned  again  to  God. 

But  as  I  struggled  on  fresh  foes  assailed  me, 
Doubt  cast  barriers  across  my  way  ; 

And  Unbelief  in  mocking  tones  did  hail  me, 
Saying,  "  Why  dost  thou  pray  ?  " 
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But  I  pressed  on,  and  heedless  of  their  voices 

Struggled  along  the  rugged  road. 
Albeit  the  lamp  of  Faith  was  nigh  extinguished, 

So  little  light  it  showed. 
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Onward  and  upward  through  the  gloomy  night — 
Through  the  thick  black  night  of  despair, 

Went  my  weary  feet,  while  I  groped  for  light, 
Shod  with  sandals  of  Care. 

And  through  the  dark  valley  of  Unbelief, 
And  Doubt's  'wildering  maze  I  crept ; 

And  ever  my  soul  in  its  lonely  grief 
Bitterly  wailed  and  wept. 

Never  a  gleam  of  light  in  the  darkness, 
Never  a  whisper  of  Hope  ;  but  still, 
"  Faint,  but  pursuing,"  I  found  in  weakness 
Strength,  and  climbed  up  the  hill. 

Then  did  my  way  grow  clearer  and  clearer, 
As  I  mounted  from  height  to  height, 

And  hands,  unseen  hands,  drew  me  up  nearer 
And  nearer  to  the  Light. 

Then  when  my  little  strength  was  well  nigh  spent 
Sweet  voices  hailed  me  from  above  ; 

And  to  my  weary  fainting  spirit  lent 
The  pinions  of  a  dove. 
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I  soared,  yes  soared,  in  that  ethereal  air, 

My  burdens  and  my  crosses  gone, 
Higher,  and  higher,  up  the  mount  to  where 

A  faint  light  dimly  shone. 

Then,  height  to  height  gave  back  my  soul's  glad 
A  cry  that  rang  out  on  the  night  [cry — 

Of  Doubt,  dispelling  Unbelief,  for  I 
Had  found  at  last — The  Light. 

And  poised  on  the  heights  she  had  attained 
My  soul  gazed  on  the  World  beneath, 

And  knew  the  knowledge  which  she  had  gained 
More  priceless  than  laurel  wreath. 

For  we  stood  on  the  mountain  tops  of  Faith 

And  saw  the  vale  of  Doubt  below, 
Where  the  weary  votaries  of  Unbelief 

Moved  blindly  to  and  fro. 

And  we  looked  with  pitying  sadness  down 
On  the  sad  old  world  and  its  strife  — 

The  sceptical  world— and  yearned  to  make  known 
The  higher,  holier  life. 

For,  conscious  of  her  own  consciousness,  my  soul 

Doth  here  most  solemnly  attest, 
There  is  a  life  beyond  the  grave,  where  she 

Hopes  to  resume  her  quest. 
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Creeps. 

Which  is  the  false  ?  and  which  the  true  ? 

And  who  is  wrong  ?  and  who  is  right  ? 
There  are  so  many  teachers  who 

Condemn  each  other's  chosen  light — 
So  many  creeds  to-day,  that  we 

Grow  fearful  lest  we  go  astray, 
Yet  Christ  said  simply — "  Follow  Me  ! 

I  am  the  Light,  the  Truth,  the  Way." 

"  Lo  !  Christ  is  here  !"     Lo  !  Christ  is  there  ! 

The  varied  calls  the  soul  confuse  ; 
And  midst  the  devious  paths  we  fear 

Lest  we  the  one  true  path  shall  lose  : 
That  'mong  the  'wildering  lights  that  blaze 

We  shall  not  shape  our  course  aright— 
But  lose,  in  their  deceptive  rays 

The  only  one,  true  '  leading  Light.' 

Who  follows  Christ  ?     Not  he  who  turns 

His  back  upon  the  sinful  soul ; 
But  he  whose  heart  with  pity  yearns 

To  make  the  wretched  sinner  whole. 
Not  he  who  selfishly  doth  spend 

His  days,  in  hoarding  worthless  pelf, 
But  he,  who  for  both  foes  and  friends 

Unselfishly  denies  himself. 
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Who  follows  Christ  ?      Not  he  who  prays 

The  loudest,  and  the  oftenest — No  ! 
What  is  it,  that  the  Master  says  ? 

"  Many  call  Lord  !     /  do  not  know." 
But  he  who  lightens  loads  of  care 

Who  binds  the  wounds  that  smart  and  bleed, 
His  is  the  most  effectual  prayer, 

And  his  the  highest,  holiest  creed. 


H  Vision  ot  tbe  IRiobt. 

I,  sleeping,  dreamt  a  dream  so  strange, 

A  dream  that  haunts  me  yet, 
Though  months  have  rolled,  its  mem'ry  stirs 

My  soul  with  sad  regret. 
Would  God,  mine  eyes  had  ne'er  unclosed 

To  earthly  care  and  fret. 

For  in  this  vision  of  the  night 

While  slumbering  1  lay, 
I  saw  the  winds  of  heaven  loosed, 

Power  given  them  to  slay  ; 
And  like  destroying  angels  all 

Sped  on  their  awful  way. 

The  sea  rose,  lashed  to  fury  by 

The  violence  of  the  blast, 
And  hurled  the  mighty  waves  on  shore, 

While  awful  thunders  crashed, 
And  from  the  lowering  heavens  tongues 

Of  lightning  leapt  and  flashed. 
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The  earth  quaked,  and  great  chasms  yawned 

Where  solid  ground  had  been, 
Then  suddenly  thick  darkness  fell — 

'Twas  felt,  as  well  as  seen — 
Thick  darkness  which  intensified 

The  horrors  of  the  scene. 

The  crash  of  thunders,  and  the  roar 

The  winds  and  waters  made, 
Appalled  the  stoutest  hearts,  and  filled 

The  souls  of  men  with  dread  ; 
My  children  weeping  round  me  clung 

Trembling  and  sore  afraid. 

The  people  wept,  and  wrung  their  hands 

Saying  the  end  is  nigh  ! 
And  some  stood  speechless  with  amaze 

Waiting  the  hour  to  die — 
When  lo !  two  mighty  beasts  appeared 

Outlined  against  the  sky. 

A  lion,  rampant,  and  a  bear — 

Together  fiercely  strove, 
And  fascinated  by  the  sight 

Of  the  strange  scene  above, 
We  stood  in  mingled  awe  and  fear 

Afraid  to  speak  or  move. 
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Anon,  the  lightning's  lurid  glare 

Lit  up  the  fearsome  night, 
Shewing  faces  drawn  with  mortal  fear, 

And  pallid  with  affright  ; 
Then  the  dark  heaven's  opened  and 

Revealed  a  strange  sight. 

Then  did  the  weeping  people  cry 

"  It  is  the  day  of  doom  !  " 
For  one  appeared  whose  radiant  form 

Did  the  dark  night  illume  ; 
And  my  soul  trembled  as  I  saw 

The  bright  form  cleave  the  gloom. 

Nearer  it  came,  then  I  discerned — 

Through  the  misty,  silver  haze 
Shrouding  the  vision — One  who  filled 

My  soul  with  glad  amaze, 
For  I  beheld  with  holy  joy 

The  blessed  Saviour's  face. 

And  then,  strange  mystery  !  my  soul 

Forgot  her  awful  fear  ! 
Forgot  her  agonising  dread 

In  knowing  Christ  was  near; 
And  in  a  tumult  of  delight 

Cried  out,  "  The  Lord  is  here  !  " 
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I  through  the  'wildering  darkness  sped 

With  eager  flying  feet — 
And  o'er  the  yawning  chasms  leapt 

In  haste  the  Lord  to  greet; 
And  in  an  ecstasy  of  joy 

Fell  weeping  at  His  feet. 

And  woke,  to  find  my  pillow  wet 

With  those  glad  joyous  tears ; 
Awoke  to  all  life's  care  and  fret, 

And  the  burden  of  the  years  ; 
Awoke  to  all  the  weary  round 

Of  daily  hopes  and  fears. 

Awoke  to  all  the  bitterness 

A  waking  moment  brings  ; 
Awoke  to  all  the  sordidness 

Of  life  and  mundane  things. 
Would  I  had  died  when  I  beheld 

Thy  face,  O  King  of  Kings  ! 

My  soul  needs  no  interpreter 

To  make  the  vision  clear. 
When  the  stars  shall  fall,  and  the  heavens  melt, 

And  the  Lord  shall  re-appear. 
Faith  will  be  "  lost  in  sight,"  and  then 

"  Love  will  cast  out  all  fear." 
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Qhe  Burial  of  tbe  Beao. 

"  In  sure  and  certain  hope," 

What  comfort  it  affords  ; 
When  the  dark  grave  doth  ope, 

To  hear  these  cheering  words- 
These  words  of  solemn  trust, 

Over  our  dear  ones  read  ; 
As  we  commit  their  dust 

To  its  last  narrow  bed. 

When  heads  are  bowed  in  woe, 

And  tears  of  sorrow  fall  ; 
How  sweet  it  is  to  know 

Death's  not  the  end  of  all. 
That  in  a  brighter  sphere, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  pain  ; 
The  dear  ones  we  loved  here, 

Will  clasp  our  hands  again. 

Blind  unbelief  sees  naught, 

Beyond  the  cold  damp  sod  ; 
But  faith,  divinely  taught, 

Looks  brightly  up  to  God. 
O,  ye  of  little  faith  ! 

Why  murmur  so,  and  weep, 
When  the  kind  angel  death 

Bids  your  beloved  ones  sleep. 
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In  the  hollow  of  my  hand 

Lies  a  sleeping  chrysalis  ; 
Can  ye  not  understand 

Death's  mystery  by  this. 
Within  the  husk  doth  lie, 

The  dry  dust  of  a  worm  ; 
And  from  these  atoms  by  and  by, 

God  will  evolve  a  form — 

A  lovely,  radiant  thing, 

Which  at  its  second  birth 
Will  soar  on  shining  wing — 

And  once  it  crawled  the  earth. 
O,  can  we  doubt  that  He, 

Who  formeth  such  with  care, 
Will  of  dust  less  mindful  be, 

Which  doth  His  image  bear. 

Nay  !   so,  in  perfect  trust, 

In  the  dark  tomb  we  lay  ; 
Our  dead,  knowing  their  dust, 

Will  rise  again  one  day. 
And  though  our  tears  may  fall, 

And  hearts  be  wrung  with  pain  ; 
Death's  not  the  end  of  all — 

For  we  shall  rise  again. 
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'Twas  Sabbath  eve  ;  the  hour  of  prayer  was  nigh, 

When  lo  !  from  out  the  dark  and  sullen  sky 

Forked  lightings  sudden  flashed, 

The  thunder  rolled  and  crashed  ; 

Then  came  the  dreaded  squall, 

And  rain  began  to  fall. 

Shivering,  I  closed  the  door — 

Ugh  !   how  the  rain  did  pour— 

And  sought  the  fire's  warm  glow. 

How  wild  without  !   "  Why  go  ?  " 

Said  self,  "  The  preacher  will  not  come." 

But  I  heard  a  small  voice  say, 

"  Why  should  you  stay  away  ? 

Though  the  servant  may  not  appear, 

Will  not  the  Master  be  there  ?  " 

I  went ;  and  even  as  I  thought, 

The  hour  of  prayer  no  preacher  brought ; 

But,  from  the  band  of  fishermen, 

One  rose,  who  with  a  reverent  mien — 

Betraying  no  self-consciousness — 

Told  the  story  of  the  Cross. 

His  story  told  :   another  took  his  place, 

Another  with  an  earnest  sun-bronzed  face, 

And  he,  in  turn,  in  simple  language  strove 

To  tell  the  story  of  Redeeming  Love. 
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Fearless  he  stood,  this  toiler  of  the  deep, 
And  I,  I  felt  a  strange  desire  to  weep  ; 
For,  as  I  sat  and  listened  unto  him, 
Feeling  a  sense  of  awe,  my  sight  grew  dim  ; 
A  mist  or  something  rose  before  mine  eyes, 
Then  backward  rolled  the  centuries. 
And  I,  or  so  it  seemed  to  me, 
Stood  on  the  shore  of  Galilee 
Watching  the  Christ.     I  saw  His  hand 
Raised  in  a  gesture  of  command. 
Following  His  gaze,  I  turned,  and  then 
Beheld  two  brethren — fishermen, 
Humble  fishermen — but  He 
Said,  "  Leave  your  nets,  and  follow  Me.' 
And  they  left  all  and  followed  on, 
Disciples  of  God's  Holy  One. 

The  vision  passed  :   my  sight  grew  clear, 
But  still  that  voice  Divine  I  hear — 
The  voice  that  near  Lake  Galilee 
Said  to  the  fishers,  "  Follow  Me  "  ; 
'Tis  saying,  "  Even  now,  as  then, 
Are  my  disciples  fishermen." 
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Uhc  Cbflfcren's  Sons. 

Once  more,  O  God,  we  come  to  raise 
To  Thee,  our  grateful  songs  of  praise. 

O  Thou  who  dost  our  lives  prolong, 
Give  ear  unto  Thy  children's  song — 

A  song  that  does  not  half  express 
The  measure  of  our  thankfulness. 

Through  seasons  of  afflictions  sore, 

When  death  has  swept  the  wide  world  o'er, 

Safe  in  the  hollow  of  Thine  hand, 

Safe  hast  Thou  brought  our  little  band 

Through  winter's  storms  and  chilly  hours 
To  summer  days  and  summer  flowers. 

But  once  the  tender  Shepherd  came 
One  lamb  from  out  our  flock  to  claim, 

And  to  His  fold  the  child  He  led, 
And  there  her  little  feet  now  tread. 

To-day  she  sings  a  sweeter  song 
Than  any  sung  by  mortal  tongue. 

The  flowers  we  wear  will  fade  away, 
But  those  she  holds  will  ne'er  decay, 

And  while  she  strays  in  pastures  sweet, 
Life's  thorny  ways  await  our  feet. 

O  Jesus  !  grant  that  early  we 
Incline  to  follow  after  Thee. 
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And  do  Thou  bless  our  teachers,  Lord 
And  all  their  patient  toil  reward, 

For  they  have  striven  from  day  to  day, 
To  lead  us  in  the  narrow  way. 

O  Jesus  !  ere  this  day  depart 

Write  Thy  new  name  upon  each  heart. 


Hbifce  witb  inc. 

Abide  with  me,  for  I  am  all  alone, 
The  friends  I  love  have  left  me  one  by  one  ; 
Youth  with  its  golden  hours  for  aye  has  flown, 
And  deep  ning  shadows  whisper,  "  Day  is  done  !  " 
Cold  mists  are  rising  from  the  silent  sea — 
Abide  with  me  ! 

The  night  is  coming  on — the  silent  night, 
From  which  my  soul  shrinks  back  in  wild  affright. 
How  shall  I  pass  the  hours  till  morning's  light  ? 
"  Until  the  day  break  and  the  shadows  flee  " — 
Abide  with  me  ! 

The  silver  cord  is  loos'ning  day  by  day, 
The  tide  is  ebbing — oh,  so  fast  ! — away. 
Stay  with  me  till  my  barque  has  crossed  the  bay- 
For  these  dim  eyes  can  scarcely  mark  the  way. 
Until  I  reach  the  haven  where  I  would  be — 
Abide  with  me  ! 
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"3'm  Sorrs." 

Throughout  a  long  and  tiring  day,  my  son, 
A  loveable,  but  most  mischievous  one, 
With  disobedience  and  noisy  play 
Vexed  me,  until,  my  patience  giving  way, 
I  marched  the  young  offender  off  to  bed, 
Waiting  beside  him  till  his  prayer  was  said, 
Then,  turning  a  deaf  ear  unto  his  plea, 
"  O,  mother,  mother  darling,  do  kiss  me." 
I  left  him,  and  resumed  some  work  begun, 
And  for  a  space  forgot  my  naughty  son. 

But  in  the  restful  peace  of  eventide — 
My  anger  and  impatience  having  died — 
Remembering  his  plea,  I  sought  his  room, 
Tiptoeing  softly  through  the  silent  gloom, 
Fearing  to  wake,  yet  loth  for  him  to  miss, 
Even  in  slumberland  his  good-night  kiss. 
But,  as  I  bent  above  my  laddie's  face, 
Lo  !   I  was  'prisoned  in  the  child's  embrace; 
And,  as  I  smoothed  the  damp  hair  on  his  brow, 
He  sobbed  repentantly,  "  Vm  sorry,  now." 

He  had  not  slept — how  could  he  when  unblest? 
I  drew  the  tear-wet  face  close  to  my  breast 
And  kissed  him  fondly,  then  away  I  crept, 
For  with  that  seal  of  peace  the  laddie  slept. 


48  i'm  sorry. 


Pardoned  and  blest,  in  sweet  contentment  he 
Had  closed  his  eyes  and  slumbered  peacefully, 
Whilst  I,  as  one  who  had  new  light  received, 
Mused  on  the  thoughts  my  soul  had  just  conceived. 
Could  human  love  condone  more  than  Divine  ? 
God's  great  heart  be  less  pitiful  than  mine  ? 

And  my  soul  answered,  No.  When  death  doth  come, 
And  we,  too,  sorry,  grieving  in  the  gloom, 
Longing,  like  a  repentant  little  child, 
With  God  our  Father  to  be  reconciled  ; 
Shrinking  among  the  shadows  we  shall  hear 
His  voice,  and  feel  His  presence  drawing  near  ; 
And  though  we  may  not  see  Him,  our  alarms 
Will  vanish  when  the  Everlasting  Arms 
Close  round  us.     Then,  ah  then,  forgiven, 
We,  too,  shall  sweetly  sleep,  at  peace  with  heaven. 
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iDeatb. 

He  calls  them  softly,  day  by  day, 

The  young,  the  old  ; 
He  lays  His  hand  on  tresses  grey, 

On  curls  of  gold. 
His  shadow  falls  upon  the  way, 

And  hearts  grow  cold. 

He  calls  the  maid,  the  wife  new-wed, 

The  father  dear, 
The  beggar  and  the  crowned  head, 

Peasant  and  peer. 
And  some  rejoice  to  hear  His  tread, 

Some  shrink  with  fear. 

He  takes  the  child's  warm  dimpled  hand, 

Softly  in  His, 
And  whispers  of  a  better  land, 

Fairer  than  this. 
The  child,  though  slow  to  understand, 

Smiles  at  His  kiss. 

He  sees  the  young,  guileless  and  fair, 

And  sadly  smiles. 
He  sees  the  future  ;  many  a  snare  ; 

Knows  Satan's  wiles. 
So  leads  them  to  a  region  where 

No  sin  defiles. 
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He  sees  the  weary  mother  droop, 

Day  after  day  ; 
Some  brother  'neath  his  great  load  stoop, 

Faint  by  the  way. 
He  calls,  and  home  the  weary  troop, 

To  rest  for  aye. 

Answer,  O  Death  !  art  thou  a  foe, 

That  men  should  fear  ? 
"  I  am  the  Guide,  dost  thou  not  know, 

From  here  to  There. 
The  darkest  hour,  that  doth  foreshow, 

The  dawn  is  near." 
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Rampside. 

The  warm  wind  gently  waves  the  long  green  grass 
Within  '  God's  Acre,'  as  with  reverent  tread, 

Slowly  and  meditatively,  we  pass 
The  quiet  resting  places  of  the  dead. 

From  blue  bright  skies  the  sun  shines  warmly  down, 
Flooding  the  old  graveyard  with  golden  light, 

Shining  on  lowly  mound,  and  worn  grey  stone, 
On  marble  cross,  and  gleaming  headstone  white. 
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The  hush  of  peace,  of  perfect  peace,  is  here, 

No  sound  disturbs  the  stillness,  strangely  still, 
Save  song  of  birds  ;  no  sign  of  life  is  near, 
Save  reapers  busy  on  a  distant  hill. 

And  as  I  pause  by  one  familiar  tomb — 

Where  marguerites  in  snowy  vesture  drest, 

In  all  their  loveliness  unsullied  bloom — 

Wondering  if  they,  the  sleepers,  are  at  rest. 

Sweet  Eva,  clinging  to  her  father's  hand, 

Her  brows  bound  round  with  flowers  of  Paradise, 

Comes  smilingly  from  out  the  Shadowland, 
The  light  of  life  immortal  in  her  eyes. 

Time  was  I  would  have  shrank  in  awe  and  fear 
From  the  abode  of  death,  as  one  of  gloom  ; 

But  now  I  love  to  sit  and  linger  here 
Knowing  '  God's  Acre'  is  the  ante-room 

That  opens  into  Life's  great  entrance  hall, 

And  here  our  friends  must  wait,  and  lay  aside 

Their  outer  garments,  ere  the  Master's  call 

Shall  summon  them  to  rise,  and  '  Come  inside.' 
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Easter  Ubouabts. 

What  thoughts,  what  memories 
Surge  through  our  hearts  to-day; 

And  burning  tears  bedim  our  eyes 
E'en  as  we  kneel  to  pray  ! 

Thoughts  of  those  vacant  places 

No  other  forms  can  fill  ; 
And  memories  of  loved  faces 

Linger  with  us  still. 

Almost,  it  seems  we  hear 

Those  loving  tones  once  more  ; 

For  memory  retains  so  clear 
Voices  we  loved  of  yore. 

But  oh  !  what  peace  is  theirs 
In  that  sweet  Home  of  Rest, 

Beyond  life's  frets  and  cares, 
No  more  by  pain  oppressed. 

For  them  to  die  was  gain  ; 

And  though  we  mourn  their  loss, 
Faith,  triumphing  o'er  grief  and  pain, 

Lightens  our  heavy  cross  : 

And  by  its  light  our  tearful  eyes 

See  far  beyond  the  tomb, 
To  where  the  gates  of  Paradise 

Gleam  golden  through  the  gloom. 

Safe  with  their  "  Risen  Lord  "  we  see 
Our  dead — hark  !  how  they  sing, 

"  O  grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ? 
O  death  !  where  is  thy  sting  ?  " 
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Ibeaven. 

No  shadow  falls  upon  its  golden  plains  ; 

No  blight  upon  its  flowers  ; 
No  discord  mars  the  sweet  harmonious  strains 

Which  echo  through  its  bowers. 

Clouds  never  darken  its  radiant  skies  ; 

No  storm  winds  sweep  its  coast ; 
Night  never  draws  a  veil  o'er  Paradise 

And  its  angelic  host. 

No  cry  of  sorrow  e'er  is  heard  within 

Those  lovely  jasper  walls. 
No  voice  of  anguish,  anger,  or  of  sin, 

The  listener's  ear  appals. 

No  sickness  wastes  ;  no  trials  fret  and  wear  ; 

No  pestilential  breath 
Spreads  dire  contagion  on  its  balmy  air — 

There  is  no  pain  or  death. 

The  happy  children  roam  amid  the  bow'rs 

Where  Sharon's  roses  grow  ; 
Picking  the  fadeless  everlasting  flow'rs, 

Singing  the  while  they  go. 
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And  at  the  golden  gates  the  blest  ones  stand, 

Shading  their  eyes  to  see 
Who  cometh  up  from  the  dark  borderland 

To  cross  the  crystal  sea — 

That  shining  moat  which  glitters  all  around 

The  New  Jerusalem,  [sound, 

From  whence  there  comes  a  sweet  and  glorious 
The  new  song  of  the  Lamb. 

And  in  the  courts  of  heaven,  where  glories  blaze, 

The  cherubims  adore 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  whose  praise 

They  sing  for  evermore. 
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SONGS    OF    THE    SEA. 


Zhc  %035  ot  tbe  Drummonfc  Castle. 

Midnight  on  the  coast  of  France, 
Midnight  on  the  soundless  sea  : 

Homeward  bound,  the  good  ship  speeds, 
All  hearts  beating  joyously  ; 

While  the  little  ones  below 

In  their  berths  sleep  peacefully. 

Homeward  bound  !  a  few  short  hours, 
Then  the  voyage  will  be  over; 

Morning's  light  will  bring  in  sight 
The  well-known  cliffs  of  Dover  ; 

Soon  warm  lips  will  feel  the  kiss 
Of  husband,  wife,  or  lover. 

Homeward  bound  !  all  hearts  elate, 
As  through  the  midnight  gloom 

The  ship  on  her  mistaken  course 
Rushes  towards  her  doom  — 

O,  God  !  that  they  should  come  so  far, 
Then  find  a  watery  tomb. 
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Was  it  God's  will?  or  man's  error? 

We  shall  never  understand  ; 
Morning's  light  revealed  the  dead 

Cast  on  a  foreign  strand — 
But  tended— O,  thank  Heaven  for  that 

By  Pity's  gentle  hand. 

The  kindly  priest,  who  scrupled  not 

To  read  his  funeral  rite 
Over  our  dead,  has  surely  found 

Favour  in  Heaven's  sight. 
0,  what  are  creeds,  unless  men  keep 

The  lamp  of  love  alight? 

And  those  warm-hearted  Bretons  who 

Shed  sympathetic  tears 
Over  the  dead  :  for  every  tear 

God  send  them  fruitful  years; 
And  bless  the  sunny  land  of  France 

For  this  good  deed  of  theirs. 
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And  ye  who  sorrow  for  the  dead — 
The  lov'd  ones  homeward  bound — 

Weep  not,  for  they  have  reached  the  port 
Where  anchorage  sure  is  found  ; 

And  now  they  wait  to  welcome  you, 
When  ye  are  homeward  bound. 
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Sailed 

How  oft  this  word  arrests  the  eye, 
But  carelessly  we  pass  it  by, 
For  little  dream  we,  you  and  I, 

How  many  cheeks  and  lips  have  paled, 
How  many  hearts  have  well  nigh  failed, 
At  parting  when  the  vessel  sailed. 

We  watch  the  stately  ships  sail  past, 

The  sailors  busy  by  the  mast, 

And  we  forget  that  some  have  claspt 

Their  dear  ones  in  a  sad  farewell. 
Maybe  the  mother  Jack  loves  well, 
Or  wife,  or  child  ;  and  none  can  tell 

If  e'er  again  their  hands  may  meet, 
If  e'er  again,  adown  the  street, 
Be  heard  the  coming  of  his  feet. 

Our  'prentice  lads  sailed  yesterday, 
Bound  for  a  land  far,  far  away. 
To-night  I  heard  wee  Mary  say 

Her  prayers,  and  then,  unbidden,  she 
Knelt  down  again  to  add  this  plea  : 
"  Please  keep  dear  Joe  safe  on  the  sea." 

Lord,  hear  the  little  prattler's  plea, 
And,  whether  upon  land  or  sea, 
Their  Captain  and  their  Pilot  be  ! 

From  dangers  that  beset  the  way, 
Guard  them,  O  Father  !  and  not  they 
Alone,  but  all  who've  sailed  to-day. 
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1bome  from  Sea. 

Two  mothers  wept  when  the  vessel  sailed 

Away  to  the  distant  main, 
For  many  a  weary  month  would  pass 

Ere  they'd  see  their  boys  again. 
And  well  'tis  known  the  sailor's  lot 

Is  ne'er  from  peril  free, 
For  death  is  oft  met  face  to  face 

Ere  men  come  "  home  from  sea." 

'Twas  duty  called  the  boys  to  roam, 

And  duty  must  be  done — 
And  so  the  brave  ship  sailed  afar, 

And  each  mother  mourned  her  son. 
And  the  lads  ?     They  cheered  each  other  up- 

Not  with  talk  of  the  sights  they'd  see — 
But  with  picturing  the  joy  of  a  future  day 

When  they'd  be  "home  from  sea." 

And  the  vessel  sped  upon  her  way, 

Freighted  with  hopes  and  fears  ; 
And  ever  and  ever,  night  and  day, 

Was  followed  by  mothers'  prayers. 
Through  calm  and  storm  and  tempest  wild 

Right  gallantly  she  bore  , 
Then  one  glad  day  the  message  came, 

"  They've  reached  the  distant  shore." 

From  place  to  place,  from  port  to  port, 

Their  busy  tasks  they  ply, 
And  in  their  night-watch  talk  of  home, 

And  for  its  comforts  sigh. 
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Then  comes  the  welcome  news — "  For  home." 

O,  what  a  joyful  sound  ! 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  sweethearts  know 

What's  meant  by  "  homeward  bound." 

Back  to  old  England — back  again 

O'er  mountains  of  sea  and  foam 
Back  through  tempest  and  storm  once  more 

To  earth's  dearest  haven — home. 
Back  to  a  mother's  fond  embrace — 

Can  sweeter  welcome  be — 
Than  a  mother's  arms  and  a  mother's  kiss, 

When  lads  come  "home  from  sea." 

Two  happy  mothers  there  are  to-night, 

Both  radiant  with  joy — 
But  my  heart  goes  out  to  the  mothers  who  wait 

In  vain  for  some  darling  boy  — 
Some  dear,  dear  laddie  who  wrote  and  said, 

"  Don't  worry,  dear  mother,  o'er  me, 
But  think  of  the  joy  in  store  for  both, 

When  I  come  '  home  from  sea.'  " 

Alas  !  for  the  mothers  who  watch  and  wait 

For  the  tidings  they  never  shall  hear  ; 
They  wait  and  watch,  but  never  again 

Will  the  lads  they  love  appear. 
O  mothers  !  poor  mothers  !  God  comfort  you, 

And  when  Death  shall  set  you  free, 
May  you  find,  on  reaching  the  "  Better  Land," 

That  your  lads  are  "  home  from  sea." 
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©ut  in  tbe  Storm. 

Kneel  and  pray,  my  Hi  tie  daughter, 

Father  is  out  on  the  stormy  water; 
"  Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild," 

Hearken  to  my  little  child, 

Listen  to  her  infant  plea — 
"  Keep  Uadda  safe  upon  the  sea." 

Darling,  how  the  wild  winds  roar, 
The  angry  waves  dash  on  the  shore  ; 
In  ceaseless  torrents  falls  the  rain, 
And  wildly  beats  upon  the  pane. 
Child,  my  heart  grows  cold  with  fear, 
Oh,  if  your  father  were  but  here. 

Fierce,  yet  fiercer  blows  the  gale, 
Till  I  feel  my  cheeks  turn  pale, 
And  with  something  like  amaze 
O'er  the  raging  seas  I  gaze. 
Oh,  God  !  if  I  could  only  see 
The  boat  come  in  in  safety. 

Through  the  lonesome  hours  of  night, 
In  the  dim,  uncertain  light, 
While  the  little  children  sleep, 
I  to  my  casement  trembling  creep 
And  strain  mine  eyes  in  vain  to  see 
The  boat's  light  flash  across  the  sea. 
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And  when  at  last  comes  morning's  light, 

Hope  dies  before  the  awful  sight 

Of  the  wild  waste  of  angry  sea  ; 

And  in  a  perfect  agony — 

Half  frenzied  with  suspense  and  fear — 

I  raise  the  supplicating  prayer: 

"  O  Thou,  who  dost  the  winds  command, 

And  '  holds  the  waters  in  Thine  hand,' 

Upon  Thy  promise  I  rely, 

That  Thou  wilt  hear  us  when  we  cry  ; 

And  now,  O  Lord,  I  plead  to  Thee 
'  For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea.'  ' 

As  if  in  answer  to  my  prayer 
The  boat  appears — 'Tis  her  !  'tis  her  !  — 
Flying  through  the  seething  foam, 
Back  to  shelter,  back  to  home  ; 
Tempest-tossed,  her  sails  in  rents, 
Battling  with  the  elements. 

Triumphant  o'er  the  mighty  deep, 
Whose  furicus  waters  round  her  sweep, 
She  struggles  on  her  homeward  way ; 
And  I,  with  lips  still  trembling,  say — 
"  Safe  from  the  perils  of  the  sea, 
God  has  brought  back  my  own  to  me." 


62  THE    STORM. 


Zhe  Storm. 

Around  my  little  sea-girt  dwelling 
The  voices  of  the  winds  are  wailing — 
Sobbing,  moaning,  howling,  yelling, 

Like  a  horde  of  spirits  lost  : 
Rousing  me  from  pleasant  dreaming 
By  their  wild  unearthly  screaming, 
While  the  rain  in  torrents  streaming 

'Gainst  the  panes  is  toss'd. 

Fill'd  with  awe,  amaze,  and  wonder, 

I  listen  to  the  surge's  thunder, 

And  watch  the  great  waves  break  asunder 

In  snowers  of  spray  ; 
Then  shoreward,  in  wild  fury  turning, 
The  hissing,  seething,  white  foam  churning, 
Then  backward  to  the  charge  returning, 

Like  soldiers  to  the  fray. 

Onward  still  the  wind  goes  sweeping, 
Wounding  the  waking,  slaying  the  sleeping, 
While  grim  Death  laughs  at  the  harvest  he's  reaping 

This  Christmastide. 
And  the  wind  rushes  on,  turning  joy  to  mourning, 
Hushing  fond  lips  without  a  warning — 
Lips  that  smiled,  and  kissed,  at  morning 

Cold  at  eventide. 
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And  far,  and  near,  on  many  a  strand, 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  daughters  stand 
Watching  for  boats  that  will  never  land 

Husband,  father,  or  son. 
Till,  chilled  by  the  wind  and  flying  foam, 
Heart-sick  and  weary,  they  turn  again  home 
Where  the  children  are  crying  for  "  Dadda  to 
come  " — 

God  help  each  one  ! 

0  desolate  heart !  where'er  you  be, 
Mourning  your  loved,  on  land  or  sea, 

1  reach  out  loving  hands  to  thee 

With  feeling  true. 
Gauge,  by  this  human  heart  of  mine, 
That  feels  so  deep  for  woes  of  thine, 
How  the  Great  Heart  of  Love  Divine 

Must  feel  for  you. 

Hushed  are  the  voices  of  the  blast, 
The  force  of  the  hurricane  is  past — 
But  floating  wreckage  and  broken  mast 

Speak  silently 
Of  desolate  homes  this  Christmastide, 
Of  battles  fought  on  the  raging  tide, 
Ere  the  brave  souls  pass'd  to  the  "  other  side," 

Where  there  is  "  no  more  sea," 
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H  plea  for  tbe  Xtfeboat. 

There  is  no  worthier  cause  in  our  dear  land 

Than  this  great  cause  for  which  we  plead  to-day. 
Who  would  not  help  the  brave,  heroic  band 

Who  oft  have  robbed  the  wild  sea  of  its  prey, 
Facing  death  boldly  in  their  passage  to 
The  sinking  ship  to  save  its  drowning  crew. 
When  the  great  deep,  storm-lashed,  in  fury  roars, 

The  elements  engaged  in  angry  strife, 
The  gallant  lifeboat  leaves  our  wreck-stiewn  shores 

On  mercy's  errand  bent,  to  rescue  life. 
While  we  around  our  firesides  snug  and  warm 
List  shuddering  to  the  voices  of  the  storm. 
Fond  husbands  many  are  of  loving  wives, 

Fond  fathers,  too,  of  little  children,  dear, 
Yet  they  unflinchingly  do  risk  their  lives 

When  danger  threatens  some  good  ship  anear. 
And  often  wife  and  children  have  to  mourn 
For  those  who  venture  forth,  ne'er  to  return. 
Heroes  indeed  are  these  lifeboatmen  bold, 

Worthy  to  rank  among  our  warrior  sons. 
Then  who  will  grudge  their  silver  pence  or  gold 

To  aid  them  and  their  wives  and  little  ones  ? 
Who,  who  ?  will  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  plea, 

Help  for  the  lifeboat's  heroes  of  the  sea. 
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prescience. 

We  were  so  sad,  my  heart  and  I, 

And  shivered  in  the  sunshine  warm  ; 
We  felt  some  sudden  danger  nigh, 

A  premonition  of  the  storm  ; 
And  scanned  the  heavens,  but  they  were  clear, 

Then  gazed  across  the  tranquil  sea, 
But  saw  no  sign  of  danger  near, 

What  could  the  coming  trouble  be  ? 

We  could  but  wait,  my  heart  and  I, 

And  wonder  at  the  strange  unrest, 
That  moved  us  both  to  weep  and  sigh, 

And  pray  for  all  we  love  the  best ; 
Dear  ones  afar,  lov'd  ones  anear, 

And  for  all  toilers  on  the  deep, 
For  well  we  know  the  anxious  fear 

That  haunts  the  vigils  women  keep. 

Ah  !  well  we  knew,  my  heart  and  I, 

When  first  we  heard  the  rising  gale, 
That  what  we  dreaded  had  come  nigh, 

And  we  should  hear  a  mournful  tale 
Of  shipwreck,  and  of  brave  men's  lives 

Lost  upon  the  treacherous  sea  ; 
Of  orphaned  children,  widowed  wives, 

And  mother's  bowed  in  misery. 
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We  were  not  wrong,  my  heart  and  I, 

For  mournful  is  the  story  told, 
Of  widows'  wail,  and  orphans'  cry, 

And  brave  men  lying  still  and  cold 
Beneath  the  sea,  whose  wild  waves  toss 

The  floating  wreckage  on  the  shore. 
Sure  evidence  of  their  sad  loss, 

Whose  earthly  voyages  are  o'er. 

O,  Pilot  !  of  the  Silent  Sea, 

We  dare  to  hope,  my  heart  and  I, 
That,  in  their  last  extremity, 

They  heard  and  saw  Thee  standing  by  ; 
Saw,  too,  the  Harbour  lights  afar, 

And   trusting  all  to  Thy  command, 
Crossed  safely  o'er  the  Harbour  bar, 

And  anchored  in  the  Better  Land. 
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©nr  pilots. 

Poets  of  every  age  have  sung  the  deeds  of  soldiers  brave, 
And  told  in  glowing  terms  the  acts  of  sailors  on  the  wave, 
But  few  have  thought  to  sing  the  praise  of  this  devoted 

band, 
Who  oft  their  hazardous  calling  ply,  verily  life  in  hand. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 
And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post, 

Lest  haply  some  vessel  near,  finding  no  pilot, 
should  steer 
On  to  the  dangerous  coast. 

When  tempests  wild  are  raging,  and  seas  run  mountains 

high, 
When  other  craft  are  hastening  home,  or  to  refuge  nigh, 
For  him  there's  no  returning  when  duty  bids  him  stay, 
E'en  though  the  angry  waters  may  claim  him  as  their 

prey. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 
And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post, 

For  when  stormy  winds  roar,  good  ships  drive 
ashore, 
And  without  him  some  would  be  lost. 
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When  treacherous  mists,  descending,  shroud  sea  and 

land  in  gloom, 
And  to  the  weary  mariner's  ear  is  borne  the  breakers' 

boom, 
And  rock,  or  shoal,  or  sand  may  prove  a  death-trap  or  a 

grave, 
He  hears  the  welcome  "  Ship  ahoy  !  "  and  hails  the  pilot 

brave. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 
And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post, 

For  rock,  sand,  and  shoal,  he  knows  one  and  all, 
And  without  him  the  ship  would  be  lost. 

Men  think,  when  nights  are  dark  and  wild,  of  noble  ships 

anear, 
Laden  with  costly  merchandise  and  precious  lives — more 

dear  ; 
But  few  e'er  give  a  passing  thought  to  him  whose  skilful 

hand 
Pilots  the  vessel  through  perilous  ways,  and  brings  it 

safe  to  land. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 

And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post, 
With  eye  ever  ready,  nerve  ever  steady, 

Or  the  good  ship  might  be  lost. 
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When  the  sweet  church  bells  are  chiming,  his  anchor  he 

must  weigh, 
For  neither  time  nor  tide  will  wait  while  the  pilot  goes 

to  pray  ; 
And  at  this  festive  season,  when  other  homes  are  gay, 
The  pilot's  home  is  cheerless,  for  father  must  away. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 
And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post  ; 

So  o'er  the  harbour  bar,  we  watch  him  sail  afar, 
And  nobody  counts  the  cost. 

And  sometimes  'tis  the  pilot's  lot  to  lose  his  life  at  sea, 
Dying  bravely  at  his  post.     Alas  !  that  it  should  be. 
But  none  wouid  call  him  hero,  although  his  life  he  gave, 
Though  he  died  at  the  post  of  duty,  finding  a  watery 
grave. 

Tides  ebb  and  flow,  ships  come  and  go, 
And  the  pilot  must  be  at  his  post ; 

Though  death  itself  is  nigh,  he  answers  duty's 
cry, 
Lest  the  good  ship  should  be  lost. 

•  •••<•••*•• 

Sing,  aye  sing,  of  the  soldier's  deeds, 
And  tell  the  gallant  sailor's  story: 

But,  when  speaking  of  heroes  of  the  wave, 

Tell  of  those  trusty  pilots  brave, 
And  give  them  their  meed  of  glory  ! 
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ZTbe  Xast  IDo^aoe— 3n  /iDemoriam. 

Captain    Edmondson   Charnley. 

Over  the  sun-lit  waters  of  the  bay, 

Under  the  blue  and  white  of  Sabbath  skies, 

Homeward,  the  Pilot  Cutter  makes  her  way, 
On  deck,  asleep,  a  weary  skipper  lies. 

The  sportive  waves  around  the  vessel  plays. 
O'er  head  the  flutt'ring  flag  at  half-mast  flies. 

Soundly  the  skipper  sleeps,  the  flapping  sail 
Disturbs  him  not,  nor  yet  the  creaking  mast ; 

The  rattling  shrouds  he  hears  not,  nor  the  hail 
Of  friendly  voices,  when  the  anchor's  cast, 

For  his  barque  has  weathered  its  final  gale 
And  the  old  skipper's  last  voyage  is  past. 

No  adverse  winds  can  check  his  progress  where 
No  rocks  obstruct,  and  no  neap  tides  delay, 

The  tide  is  full,  the  balmy  winds  are  fair 
Which  waft  the  spirit  barque  upon  its  way ; 

No  mists  arise,  no  gathering  darkness  There, 
For  in  that  region  it  is  always  day. 

O  land  !  O  promised  land  !   Land  of  the  blest ! 

We  turn  our  wistful  tear-dimned  eyes  to  thee, 
For  life  is  but  a  troubled  dream  at  best. 

From  which  we  wake  when  kind  death  sets  us  free, 
And  in  thy  clime  the  mariner  may  rest, 

For  there — 'tis  said  "  There  shall  be  no  more  sea." 


J.    PENNINGTON.  71 


3n  jflDemortam. 

J.   Pennington,   Drowned   December   13TH,    1895. 

Rage  on,  wild  winds,  rage  on, 
Ye  have  widow'd  in  your  strife 
Another  loving  wife, 

Robbed  fond  parents  of  a  son  : 
Rage  on,  rage  on. 

Roll  on,  rough  seas,  roll  on, 
He  does  not  hear  your  roar, 
For  he  is  safe  ashore, 

His  journeyings  all  done  : 
Roll  on,  roll  on. 

Weep  on,  sad  heart,  weep  on, 
Tears  are  given  to  shed 
For  the  living  and  the  dead, 

So  let  the  fountains  run  : 
Weep  on,  weep  on. 

Sleep  on,  brave  heart,  sleep  on, 
Thou  hast  no  watch  to  keep, 
Nothing  to  do  but  sleep 

Until  the  night  be  gone: 
Sleep  on,  sleep  on. 

The  friend  whom  we  have  lost, 
Heard  o'er  the  roaring  gale 
The  Heavenly  Pilot's  "  Hail !  " 

And  died  at  duty's  post. 
He  is  not  lost. 
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3n  Remembrance  of  XCbomas  tfelton. 

Drowned  June   2oth,   1896. 

Throughout  the  long  and  stormy  day, 
His  arduous  task  he  safely  plied  ; 

Then  as  the  dusk  crept  o'er  the  bay, 
God  called  him  to  the  "  other  side." 

All  the  day  long,  from  early  morn, 

He  sailed  his  boat  on  the  surging  sea, 

And  then  at  eventide  was  borne, 
By  the  ebbing  tide,  to  Eternity. 

Under  the  lee  of  the  Castle  old, 
He  strove  to  loosen  his  reefed  sail ; 

He  was  tired,  hungry,  weary,  and  cold, 

When  he  heard  the  <rreat  Commander's  hail. 


o1 


What  did  he  answer  ?     Who  can  tell  ? 

The  sobbing  sea  gave  back  no  sound, 
But  I  fancy  I  hear  him  say  "  All's  well  !  " 

Tell  mother  I  am  "  Homeward  Bound." 
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BABYLAND. 


Here  is  baby's  kingdom  ! 

Mothers  corne  with  me. 
Here  are  little  darlings 

To  claim  your  sympathy. 
Here  all  true  mother  hearts 

Will  sympathise  with  mine; 
And  in  touch  with  innocence, 

Come  nearer  the  Divine. 


sW  ;sl0 
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Iking  Bat>£. 

King  Baby  rules  supreme, 

Almost  in  every  spot 
Where'er  his  bright  eyes  beam, 

Be  it  palace,  hall,  or  cot. 

His  throne,  his  mother's  knee  ; 

His  sceptre  of  command — 
All  bow  to  loyally — 

His  own  dear  dimpled  hand. 

His  crown,  the  shining  curls 
Wreathing  his  brow  of  snow; 

Hi.s  gems,  the  gleaming  pearls 
Hidden  in  Cupid's  bow. 

His  eyes,  the  sapphires  bright ; 

His  lips,  the  rubies  red  ; 
His  soft  cheeks,  pink  and  white, 

The  jewels'  velvet  bed. 

His  favours  he  bestows 

Impartially  on  all. 
He  has  no  jealous  foes, 

No  cares  of  State  to  irall. 
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And  so  he  takes  his  rest 
In  sweet  security — 

Cradled  on  mother's  breast, 
Lulled  by  her  lullaby. 
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A  silky  brown  head, 

A  pinky  round  face, 
In  a  bundle  of  cambric, 

Flannel  and  lace. 

Two  bright  blinking  eyes, 

A  pert  little  nose, 
A  sweet  little  mouth  like 

The  bud  of  a  rose. 

Two  little  fat  cheeks, 

One  dear  little  chin  ; 
And  two  pretty  ears 

Where  the  sound  goes  in. 

A  dear  little  cherub 

Some  angel  dropped  down, 
When  passing  at  Yuletide 

Over  the  town. 

A  little  white  soul 

Sent  from  heaven  above  : 
A  seal  of  God's  blessing 

On  young  wedded  love. 

This  is  the  baby 

Whom  parent  hearts  hold 
Far  above  rubies, 

More  precious  than  gold. 
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H  Melcome  to  Bab^. 

Welcome  !  thrice  welcome, 

Sweet  flower  of  May, 
Thy  coming  we  hail 

With  gladness  to-day. 
With  hearts  full  of  joy, 

Gaily  we  sing, 
Welcome  !  thrice  welcome, 

Wee  blossom  of  spring. 

Dear  little  flow'ret 

So  fragile  and  fair, 
Coming  to  blossom 

In  a  world  full  of  care. 
God  ever  keep  thee 

From  sorrow  and  strife  ; 
God  shield  thee  ever 

From  the  rough  blasts  of  life. 

Fond  hearts  are  yearning 

Thee  to  behold, 
Loving  arms  longing 

Thy  form  to  enfold. 
Loving  lips  bless  thee 

And  tenderly  say, 
God  bless  our  baby  ! 

Our  flower  of  May. 
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JSabp's  dbristening. 

Baby  is  robed  in  her  long  white  gown, 
Which  grandmamma  brought  from  town  ; 
And  under  her  chin  mamma  has  tied — - 
With  fingers  that  flutter  with  loving  pride — 
The  satin  strings  of  the  bonnet  small, 
And  wrapped  her  warm  in  a  fleecy  shawl; 
For  baby,  the  darling,  is  but  a  month  old, 
And  takes  her  first  journey  to-day  in  the  cold. 

The  rain  streams  down,  and  cold  winds  blow, 

As  off  to  church  in  a  coach  we  go 

With  our  precious  burden,  so  frail,  yet  dear, 

To  render  grateful  thanks  for  her, 

And  the  fond  young  mother,  whose  eyes  are  aglow 

With  the  light  of  maternal  joy,  I  know. 

Then  at  the  baptismal  font  we  bow, 

And  baby  receives  the  "  sign  "  on  her  brow. 

Grandmamma's  eyes  have  misty  grown, 

As  her  fond  glance  travels  from  babe  to  son, — 

The  proud  young  father  whose  anxious  gaze 

Turns  so  oft  to  the  infant's  face — 

Perchance  she  thinks  of  life's  morning-tide, 

When  she  and  grandpa  stood  side  by  side 

At  the  sacred  font,  to  give  a  name 

To  the  first  sweet  pledge  of  love  that  came. 
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And  when  in  the  parlour,  after  tea, 
Grandpapa  takes  the  babe  on  his  knee — 
Fondling  its  tiny  hands  the  while — 
Grandma  looks  on  with  a  pleased  smile  ; 
And  dear  old  grandmother  number  two 
Fusses  about  as  grandmothers  do. 
And  all  is  joy  and  innocent  mirth, 
And  mamma's  the  proudest  mother  on  earth. 

Godmother  sits  in  the  corner,  and  she 

Keeps  all  alive  with  her  raillery  ; 

And  many  amusing  stories  are  told 

Of  folks  and  jokes  and  days  of  old, 

Till  the  coach  comes  rattling  up  to  the  door. 

Then  good-byes  are  said,  and  repeated  once  more; 

When  the  last  hand's  shaken,  the  coach  drives  away, 

And  so  ends  the  baby's  christening  day. 
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Babe's  prater. 

Mamma  had  carried  the  baby  upstairs 

While  she  heard  the  children's  evening  prayers, 

And  baby  looked  with  her  big  grey  eyes 

At  the  kneeling  figures  with  much  surprise. 

The  solemn  looks  of  the  merry  young  band 
Were  something  she  could  not  understand  : 
And  gravely  she  listened,  as  wee  Willie  prayed, 
"  Bless  papa,  and  mamma,  and  sisters,''  he  said. 

Then,  as  baby's  bath  was  waiting  below, 
Down  again  mother  and  baby  must  go. 
And  soon  the  pet  was  undressed  and  fed, 
And  ready  to  lay  in  her  cradle  bed. 

"  Now,  little  darling,  creep  close  to  my  breast, 
And  I'll  sing  you  to  sleep,  e'er  I  lay  you  to  rest. 
The  stars  are  beginning  to  peep  in  the  sky. 
Hush-a-bye,  baby,  hush-a-bye,  bye.'' 

But  baby  wriggled  off  mother's  knee, 
And  down  by  her  cradle  side  knelt  she, 
Then,  closing  her  eyes,  she  bowed  her  head, 
"  Papa,  mamma,  sissies,"  she  said. 

Then  back  to  her  mother's  arms  she  went, 
On  her  winsome  face  a  look  of  content. 
Surely  Heaven  accepted  the  prayer 
From  the  guileless  lips  of  the  baby  fair. 


80  MY    LITTLE    LAD. 


fll>\?  Xtttle  Xa£>+ 

My  little  lad  has  silken  hair  — 
Finer  silk  has  ne'er  been  spun 

Than  that  which  fringes  his  forehead  fair- 
Gold  gleaming  in  the  sun. 

My  little  lad  has  sparkling  eyes  — 
Sparkling  eyes  of  azure  hue — 

Ne'er  were  summer's  sunny  skies 
More  clear  or  brightly  blue. 

My  little  lad  has  tiny  ears, 

Each  a  little  pearly  shell ; 
And  rounded  cheeks,  so  soft  and  fair, 

Where  roguish  dimples  dwell. 

My  little  lad  has  smiling  lips, 

Dewy  and  pink  as  a  rose, 
Which  babble  wondrous  stories  in 

A  language  nobody  knows. 

My  little  lad  has  lovely  limbs, 
Rounded,  dimpled,  fair  to  see  ; 

Dear  wee  feet  that  must  grow  and  grow, 
Ere  they  step  beyond  my  knee. 

My  little  lad  has  something  more — 

A  heart  that's  undefiled. 
What  is  there  on  earth  so  pure 

As  the  soul  of  a  young  child  ? 

Ah,  my  wee  lad  and  your  wee  lad, 

Are  the  precious  leaven 
Which  lightens  care  and  heaviness — 

Raising  our  hearts  to  heaven. 
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Zo  IRellte. 

You  thought  when  little  Jennie  came 
Life  could  not  hold  for  you 

A  sweeter  charm  than  you  then  found 
In  her  bright  eyes  of  blue  ; 

But  now  you  find  an  added  joy 
In  little  "  Number  Two." 

Sweet  Gladys,  with  her  dusky  eyes 

And  silken  auburn  hair — 
A  tender  little  floweret  she, 

Like  snowdrop  white  and  fair  ; 
A  little  plant  from  babyland 

Entrusted  to  your  care. 

Foster  her  then  with  carefulness, 

That  she  may  daily  grow 
Worthy  her  heav  nly  home,  the  while 

She  blossoms  here  below  ; 
And  like  a  flower  may  she  diffuse 

Perfume  where'er  she  go. 
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IBaby  Con. 

Beautiful  eyes  has  baby  Con, 

Of  sweetest  blue, 
Fringed  with  silken  lashes  long, 

Of  darkest  hue  ; 
Like  twin  forget-me-nots  they  look, 

When  wet  with  dew. 

Beautiful  hair  has  baby  Con, 

As  soft  and  light 
As  silk  new  spun  of  palest  gold  ; 

Like  a  halo  bright 
It  sheds  a  glory  round  her  face, 

Rose  pink  and  white. 

A  beautiful  mouth  has  baby  Con, 

A  beautiful  mouth, 
Like  a  wee  pink  bud  opening  to  kiss 

Winds  from  the  south  ; 
A  coral  casket  wherein  lies  hid 

A  pearly  growth. 

A  beautiful  little  flower  is  she, 

This  baby  Con, 
Expanding  daily,  hourly,  'neath 

Love's  warm  bright  sun. 
Long  may  she  grace  the  parent-tree 

She  bloometh  on. 
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(Bofc's  6ift. 

The  Angel  of  Life,  as  he  passed  our  way, 
Paused  at  my  door  at  the  break  of  day, 

And  found  me  sore  distressed  ; 
And  for  comfort  left  a  little  child, 
Then  Pain  and  I  were  reconciled 

As  the  babe  clung  to  my  breast. 
"  'Tis  my  Lord's  gift,"  the  Angel  said, 
And,  departing,  left  me  comforted. 

O  swift  transition  from  the  dark  abyss 
Of  misery  to  heights  of  purest  bliss  ! 

0  rapture  born  of  pain  ! 

Mine  eyes  with  grateful  tears  were  dim, 
My  trembling  lips  were  fain  to  hymn 

A  glad  thanksgiving  strain, 
So  full  was  my  fond  heart  with  joy 
As  my  arms  encircled  my  baby  boy. 

And  as  I  close  and  closer  pressed 

The  dear  wee  face  to  my  throbbing  breast, 

1  cried  :  "  Dear  Heaven  this  — 

This  last  most  precious  gift  of  Thine — 
This  new  life  given  to  me  and  mine — 

Sweet  compensation  is 
For  all  the  weary  days  and  hours 
I've  spent  in  suffering's  dreary  bowers." 
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O  baby  mine  !  O  little  innocent  ! 
Whom  the  great  Lord  of  Life  has  sent 

From  mystic  babyland  ; 
O  little  soul  !  so  pure  and  white, 
Spark  from  the  one  great  Source  of  Light 

Lit  by  Divine  command  : 
God  keep  thee  without  spot  or  stain 
Till  He  recalls  thee  Home  again  ! 


Xittle  Mbite  ffeet. 

O,  little  white  feet !  little  white  feet  ; 

Lying  upon  my  lap  to-night, 
You  are  so  dainty,  you  are  so  sweet, 

I  kiss  you  oft  in  my  delight. 
O,  wee  white  feet !   so  pure,  so  fair, 
In  the  future  where  will  you  wander — where  ? 

O,  little  white  feet !  little  white  feet  ! 

'Tis  only  the  mothers  who  understand 
All  that  lies  in  a  mother's  heart 

As  she  holds  the  wee  white  feet  in  her  hand, 
And  thinks  of  life  and  its  many  snares, 
Where  the  tender  feet  trip  unawares. 
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0,  little  white  feet  that  long  ago 

We  laid  to  rest  beneath  the  sod  ; 
Little  white  feet  beneath  the  snow, 

Little  white  soul  with  God. 
There,  safe  in  His  city,  undefiled 
God  keeps  the  feet  of  my  little  child. 

Little  white  feet !  oh,  where  are  they, 
The  feet  you  loved  long  years  ago  ? 

The  years  have  come  and  passed  away, 
And  the  little  feet  have  gone  also. 

Some  in  the  paths  of  duty  tread, 

And  others  were  better  with  the  dead. 

•  •  •  •  • 

O  Thou,  great  Father  infinite  ! 

Hear  a  mother's  cry  to  Thee, 
Guide  these  little  feet  aright, 

Let  nothing  soil  their  purity. 
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Xittle  Sweetbearts. 

Side  by  side  they  sit  and  play, 
Or  hand  in  hand  together  stray 
Up  and  down  the  sun-lit  way. 

He  wears  a  cap  of  crimson  hue, 
She  has  a  coat  of  crimson  too  ; 
Her  eyes  are  grey,  and  his  are  blue. 

Such  merry  eyes  he  has,  and  she 

Reflects  his  every  look  of  glee. 

Their  age  ?  Oh,  they  are  not  yet  three  ! 

At  morn,  she  hastes  with  eager  feet 
This  little  love  of  her's  to  greet  ; 
And  lifts  her  face  his  kiss  to  meet. 

"  Put  down  oor  dollie  and  turn  wis  me, 
And  I  will  take  rue  walk,"  says  he  ; 
And  she  lays  down  dollie  obediently. 

Then  clasping  hands  away  they  go, 
With  smiling  lips  and  eyes  aglow, 
Tongues  wagging  fast,  and  footsteps  slow. 

Sweet  innocents,  with  smiling  eyes, 
Wand'ring  in  childhood's  paradise  — 
That  Eden  where  no  serpent  lies. 

May  the  Father's  blessing  rest  on  ye, 
His  holy  angels  your  guardians  be, 
Little  sweethearts  of  summers  three  ! 
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CHILD    ANGELS. 


Here  are  the  winsome  faces 

Of  the  little  cherub  band, 
Who  have  gone  with  their  infant  graces 

To  dwell  in  the  Better  Land. 

Dear  little  fragile  flowers, 

Whom  the  Father  in   His  Love 

Called  from   this  cold  earth  of  ours 
To  bloom  in   His  house  above. 
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Eva. 


A  dear  little  face,  so  sweet  and  fair, 
Framed  in  a  mass  of  soft,  dark  hair  ; 
Two  brown  eyes,  so  roguish  and  bright, 
Peeping  beneath  a  sun-bonnet  white  ; 
Two  dimpled  hands  that  love  to  press 
Her  mother's  neck  in  fond  caress  ; 
Two  little  feet — of  late  they've  grown 
To  bear  the  toddler  safe,  alone — 
Oh,  the  patter  of  these  little  feet 
To  her  mother's  heart  is  music  sweet ! 

I  cull'd  white  roses  to  form  a  wreath, 

And  bore  it  to  the  shrine  of  death, 

Where  a  childless  mother,  sorrow-bowed, 

Wept  by  a  little  flower-strewn  shroud  : 

And  again  I  saw  that  face  so  fair, 

Framed  in  its  setting  of  soft,  dark  hair, 

But  the  sweet  brown  eyes  had  lost  their  light, 

And  were  veiled  beneath  their  lids  of  white  : 

For  the  soul  of  Eva  had  pass'd  away, 

And  all  that  remained  was  coffin'd  clay  ! 

The  dear  little  feet  have  "  crossed  the  river," 

The  fair  little  soul  returned  to  its  Giver; 

And  Eva  looks  with  her  beautiful  eyes 

On  the  lovely  gardens  of  Paradise  ; 

And  bears,  in  her  dimpled  hands,  the  flowers 

Angels  have  cull'd  from  the  Heavenly  bowers; 
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And  listens,  wonderingly,  to  the  song 
Of  glorious  seraphs  who  round  her  throng  ; 
And  perchance  the  soul  of  her  brother  found 
Amid  the  cherubs  who  flock  around. 

Silence  reigns  by  the  lonely  hearth 
That  has  lost  the  sweetest  joy  of  earth  ; 
And  two  sad  hearts  are  bursting  with  grief 
For  theirs  is  a  sorrow  without  relief, 
For  Nature,  rebellious,  turns  from  God, 
And  shrinks  from  kissing  the  cruel  rod. 
Smile  !   cherub  faces,  from  out  the  gloom  ; 
Point !   baby  fingers,  beyond  the  tomb  ; 
Beckon  !   O  dear  little  hands,  from  above. 
Whisper  !   sweet  voices  that  God  is  Love — 

"  Our  God  is  Love  !  " 


IRora. 

A  little,  loving,  laughing  sprite, 
Her  mother's  torment  and  delight  — 

Her  last  born,  too  ; 
Her  father's  pride,  the  household  pet — 
Her  sweet  eyes  matched  the  violet, 

Her  hair  the  sunbeams'  hue. 

Such  pretty  winsome  ways  had  she, 
This  little  maid  of  summers  three, 

Whose  voice  was  heard 
Singing,  singing  all  day  long, 
Snatches  of  some  half-learnt  song 

Like  a  blitbsome  bird. 


go  NORA. 

She  was  so  loved — and  yet — and  yet 
Her  day  was  o'er,  her  sun  was  set ; 

And  Death,  inexorable  foe, 
Touched  with  his  icy  hand  the  face 
The  mother  held  in  fond  embrace — 

How  could  she  let  it  go  ? 

Poor  mother-love,  that  fought  in  vain 
The  victory  over  death  to  gain, 

Now  anguish-riven, 
Is  fain — for  the  dear  sufferer's  sake — 
To  plead  unto  the  Lord  to  take 

The  little  one  to  Heaven. 

The  Tender  Shepherd  heard  the  plea, 
And,  "  Give  your  little  lamb  to  me," 

He  said.     The  mother  wept ; 
But  straightway,  on  His  loving  breast, 
She  laid  her  little  one  to  rest — 

And  Nora  smiled  and  slept. 

O  mother  wherefore  weepest  thou  ? 
Your  darling  is  an  Angel  now, 

Her  starry  eyes 
Are  beacon  lights  set  in  the  sky — ■ 
Load-stars  to  draw  your  thoughts  on  high, 

Your  soul  to  paradise. 
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flDarfan. 

An  angel  passing  our  isle  this  morn, 

On  her  way  to  Paradise, 
Beheld  a  little  storm-tossed  flower, 

With  sweet,  compassionate  eyes  ; 
And,  stooping,  plucked  it  for  her  Lord, 

Then  mounted  to  the  skies. 

The  last-born,  light  of  papa's  eyes, 

With  silken  hair  of  gold, 
Is  lying  in  her  snowy  cot, 

So  still,  so  white,  so  cold. 
Ah  !  but  the  little  lamb  is  safe 

In  the  tender  Shepherd's  fold. 

Another  tiny,  white-robed  form 
Toddles  'mid  Eden's  bowers; 

Another  pair  of  dimpled  hands 
Pluck  everlasting  flowers  ; 

Another  pair  of  wondering  eyes 
See  all  that's  hid  from  ours. 

There  are  no  tangled  pathways  there 

For  her  dear  feet  to  tread, 
There  are  no  bitter  tears  of  grief 

For  her  sweet  eyes  to  shed  ; 
And  so,  dear  God,  we  thank  Thee,  though 

The  dear  loved  child  is  deadt 
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prances. 

The  Angel  of  Death,  as  he  pass'd  thro'  town 
Unseen,  unheard,  in  the  quiet  night 

Entered  a  chamber,  and  there  looked  down 
On  two  sleeping  cherubs — a  lovely  sight ;  — 

And  smiling,  stooped  o'er  the  innocent  things 
And  folded  one  in  his  shining  wings. 

Then,  noiselessly,  as  he  entered  in, 
Forth  from  that  rifled  nest  he  stole, 

Bearing  away  from  this  world  of  sin 
The  baby's  little  stainless  soul  ; 

Back  again  to  the  Lord  who  had  given — 

The  Angel  sped  on  his  way  to  heaven. 

And  down  below  the  hours  sped  on — 
While  side  by  side  the  sleepers  lay — 

The  slumbering,  and  the  "  silent  "  one, 
The  living  form,  and  lifeless  clay. 

One  little  sister  in  peaceful  rest, 

One  little  soul  in  the  land  of  blest. 

Alas  !  fcr  the  mother,  whose  goodnight  kiss 

Was  baby's  last,  only,  farewell  ; 
Alas  !  for  the  father,  whose  arms  will  miss 

The  little  daughter  he  loved  so  well  ! 
But  what  of  the  babe  who  has  gone  away  ? 
"  Is  it  well  with  the  child  ?  "  Faith  answers  "  Yea  !" 
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Xittle  J&ob. 

I  held  him  in  my  arms  one  Easter  Day — 
Stood  sponsor  for  him  in  the  house  of  Prayer, 

Named  the  wee  laddie  as  he  sleeping  lay 

In  his  white  robes,  so  sweet,  so  pure,  and  fair. 

Ah !  little  thought  we  when  his  name  was  given 

How  soon  it  would  be  called  above,  in  heaven. 

I  promised,  in  his  name,  that  he  should  be 
A  member  of  the  holy  church  below  ; 

Vowed  in  the  future,  in  maturer  years,  he 
To  ratify  the  promises  should  go, 

When  he  was  of  an  age  to  understand, 

And  join  himself  the  Church's  holy  band. 

Ah  !  me,  how  little  do  we  dream  what  lies 
Before  us  in  this  troubled  life  of  ours. 

The  little  lad  is  now  in  Paradise — 

Playing  with  cherubs  in  its  lovely  bowers  ; 

My  trust  is  ended,  yielded  up  to  God, 

My  little  godson  sleeps  beneath  the  sod. 


{?|5T  flfc. 
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Mee  jfanns. 

We  wept  ;   but  'twas  with  thankfulness  we  laid  her 
Down  on  the  tender  Shepherd's  gentle  breast ; 

And,  for  her  last  long  sleep,  gladly  arrayed  her, 
Folding  the  wee  hands  on  the  tiny  breast. 

We  wept ;  but  smiled  even  amid  our  weeping — 
Knowing  that  she  would  never  wake  again  : 

Oh  !  it  was  sweet  to  see  her  calmly  sleeping, 
After  the  long,  long  night  of  bitter  pain. 

She  slept ;  then  we  arose,  and,  oh,  how  gladly 
The  curt'ning  lids  with  reverent  hands  we  drew 

Over  the  weary  eyes  that  needed  sleep  so  sadly — 
Those  sweet  tired  eyes  that  were  so  brightly  blue. 

Our  vigil  ended  when  the  morn  was  breaking; 

Then  we  arose  and  dried  our  weeping  eyes  : 
For  baby  there  was  no  more  earthly  waking — 

The  tiny  soul  had  fled  to  Paradise. 


Bab£  Sam. 

"  O,   how  many  hopes  lay  hid 
'Neath  his  tiny  coffin  lid." 

Death  has  hushed  the  baby's  cry, 
With  his  softest  lullaby  ; 
Wooed  him  from  his  mother's  breast, 
To  a  sweeter,  sounder  rest. 

Death  has  closed  the  baby  eyes, 
But  they're  ope'd  in  Paradise, 
Where  his  little  soul  has  fled — 
Baby  sleeps,  he  is  not  dead. 
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Death  has  robed  in  fairer  dress, 
Baby's  waxen  loveliness  ; 
Set  his  seal  on  lip  and  brow — 
Baby  is  an  angel  now. 

Mother's  lips  could  never  sing, 
For  her  little  baby  king, 
Songs  one  half  as  sweet  as  he 
Heareth  by  the  crystal  sea. 

Mother's  arms,  however  strong, 
Cannot  always  keep  from  wrong. 
Pastures  green,  and  golden  street, 
Are  safest  for  the  little  feet. 

Mother's  love,  however  warm, 
Cannot  always  shield  from  harm. 
So,  Our  Father,  in  His  love, 
Calls  the  little  ones  above. 

Mother,  dear,  be  reconciled, 
God  has  called  thy  little  child, 
That  his  tiny  soul  may  be 
A  link  between  Himself  and  thee. 


J8ab£  Sleeps. 

The  baby  sleeps, 
Not  upon  his  mother's  breast, 
That  was  slumber,  this  is  rest — 

But  mother  weeps. 

For  baby  lies 
In  his  little  snowy  dress, 
Mute,  and  white,  and  motionless, 

With  sightless  eyes. 
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And  mother's  head 
In  silent  agony  is  bowed 
O'er  her  little  nurseling's  shroud — 

For  baby's  dead. 

"  Sweet  life  !  "  cried  Love, 
While  baby  lay,  worn  with  pain — 
"  Yield  not  to  death,  strive  yet  again  " — 
And  while  they  strove 

A  shining  one 
Came  from  the  Celestial  land, 
Saying,  in  tones  of  sweet  command, 
"  Give  me  thy  son." 

And  mother  gave 
The  life  so  precious  unto  her. 
Now  angels  guard  her  treasure  where 


There  is  no  grave. 


iber  3ewel. 

"  What  jewel  have  you  hidden  there  ?  " 
"  Open  the  case  and  you  will  see  !  " 
A  little  tress  of  shining  hair 
Is  all  that  is  revealed  to  me. 

A  little  tress  of  silken  hair 

I  see  upon  the  velvet  bed. 
Once  in  the  "  long  ago  "  it  grew 

Upon  a  little  golden  head. 
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He  was  his  mother's  only  child — 
A  lovely  boy  just  three  years  old, 

With  winsome  face,  and  eyes  of  blue, 
And  hair  of  shining  gold. 

But  one  sad  hour  he  stole  away, 
And  to  the  water  side  he  tripped  ; 

No  hand  was  near  to  save  the  boy, 
And  o'er  the  edge  he  slipped. 

The  cruel  waters  closed  around 
The  dainty  limbs  and  cherub  face, 

And  when  the  little  form  was  found, 
Death  held  it  in  a  close  embrace. 

I  close  the  case  with  reverent  touch. 

Earth  has  its  jewels  rich  and  rare, 
But  worthless,  when  compared  to  this, 

This  priceless  tress  of  golden  hair. 


a  Xittle  Blue  tfrocfe. 

There's  a  little  blue  frock  I  laid  away 

Long  years  ago; 
It  was  only  worn  one  Sabbath  day, 

For  an  hour  or  so. 
My  fingers  fashioned  it  with  such  joy — 

Such  loving  pride, 
To  grace  the  form  of  a  tiny  boy, 

My  babe  who  died. 
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Long  years  have  passed  away  since  he 

Was  laid  to  rest, 
And  one  by  one  have  babies  three 

Lain  on  my  breast; 
And  eyes  of  brown,  and  blue,  and  grey 

In  turn  have  smiled, 
But  still  fond  memory  will  stray 

To  my  lost  child. 

Through  all  these  years  I  yet  can  see 

His  sweet  eyes  shine, 
And  his  fingers  as  they  used  to  be — 

Clinging  to  mine ; 
And  his  dimpled  arm  in  its  sleeve  of  blue 

I  see  once  more, 
Its  fairness  enhanced  by  the  delicate  hue 

Of  the  dress  he  wore. 

And  from    neath  the  dress  peep  wee  toes  sweet, 

And  I  beguile 
Myself  with  watching  two  little  feet 

Walk  "baby's  mile." 
Only  on  mother's  lap  they  trod — 

Those  tiny  feet, 
They  were  only  meant  for  the  Kingdom  of  God 

And  the  golden  street. 

Ah  !  my  first  great  sorrow  came  to  me 

When  baby  died — 
When  they  took  the  little  form  off  my  knee, 

And  I  laid  aside 
The  little  blue  frock  my  hands  had  wrought 

With  so  much  joy, 
But  death  a  fairer  garment  brought 

For  my  angel  boy. 
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IN    MEMORIAM, 


Ube  Call. 

WILLIAM    EWART    GLADSTONE. 

It  came  in  the  sweet  hushed  silence 
Of  dawn,  on  Ascension  Day. 

Heralded  by  the  rising  sun 
Came  a  host  in  bright  array, 

Messengers  from  the  King  of  Kings, 
To  the  statesman,  old  and  grey. 

And  he  rose  without  a  tremor, 
And  approached  the  silent  gate, 

For  the  call  had  come  to  "  enter," 
And  he  could  no  longer  wait, 

Though  he  left  the  nation  mourning 
And  his  sweet  wife  desolate. 

With  unfaltering  faith  he  entered, 
For  the  lamp  of  Faith  he  bore  ; 

Passed  through  shadows  into  sunlight, 
Entered  life  through  death's  dark  door. 

O,  the  human  love  behind  him  ! 
O,  the  Love  Divine  before  ! 
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Full  of  years,  and  crowned  with  honour, 

He  has  entered  into  rest, 
Calmly  as  a  little  child  would 

Nestling  to  a  mother's  breast. 
Fitting  end  to  such  a  blameless 

Life  this  death  divinely  blest. 

Hushed  the  glorious  voice  which  ever 
Rang  with  truths  great  and  sublime  ; 

Deaf  the  ears  which  ever  opened 
To  the  woes  of  every  clime  ; 

Cold  the  hands  which  have  engraven 
Marks  upon  the  walls  of  Time. 

Shrouded  by  the  dusky  shadows 
Which  conceal  its  lustre  bright, 

This  great  star  has  made  its  transit 
To  another  world  of  light ; 

Where  it  shines  in  bright  effulgence 
Hidden  from  our  mortal  sight. 


tfisr         ot 
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Sir  5ames  "IRamsfcen. 

Great  son  of  Progress  !  Barrow's  old  Pioneer — 
Chief  leader  in  the  van  of  Enterprise — 

Whose  never  tiring  zeal  and  fertile  brain 
Evolved  so  many  projects,  good  and  wise. 

Thy  earthly  race  is  run,  thy  sun  gone  down, 

Not  set  in  darkness,  but  in  bright  renown. 

Not  all  who  sow  are  privileged  to  reap 

The  fruit  of  all  that  they  themselves  have  sown, 

But  thou  hast  seen  the  harvest  of  thy  toil — 
The  little  hamlet  to  a  fine  town  grown. 

A  lasting  monument  to  thee  it  stands, 

More  eloquent  than  sculptured  work  of  hands. 

Thou  hast  not  seen  to  full  fruition  brought 
The  bright  ambitious  hopes  of  earlier  years  ; 

But  thou  didst  look  ahead,  not  with  the  eye 
Of  ordinary  mortals,  but  with  a  seer's — 

And  saw  within  Time's  womb  what  great  things  lay, 

And  knew  that  they  would  have  their  birth  some  day. 

Since  history  "  repeats  itself,"  may  be 
Another  like  to  thee  one  day  may  rise, 

And  with  indomitable  will  like  thine 
Accomplish  thy  unfinished  purposes. 

Barrow  shall  yet  rise  high  on  Fortune's  tide, 

And  all  thy  fondest  hopes  be  verified. 
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Ube   Doctor. 


DR.    STARK. 


Who  that  has  stood  by  a  loved  sufferer's  bed, 
Heartsick  and  powerless  to  render  aid, 

Has  not  rejoiced  to  hear  the  doctor's  tread, 
And  in  his  presence  found  their  fear  allayed, 

Feeling  a  sense  of  comfort  in  his  power 

To  avert,  or  mitigate,  the  evil  hour. 

Is  there  a  nobler,  higher  mission  than 
Devoting  life,  to  strive  for  other's  weal  ? 

Surely,  he  best  does  serve  his  fellow  man 
Who  spends  his  life  endeavouring  to  heal 

The  sick,  combating  fell  disease  and  pain  ; 

He  who  thus  lives  can  not  have  lived  in  vain. 

One  whom  we  mourn  to-day,  with  hearts  sincere — 
Who  in  this  noble  service  has  grown  grey — 

Has  oft  with  cheery  words  dispelled  our  fear, 
When  sick  and  helpless  in  the  past  we  lay; 

But  now  his  work  is  done,  his  rest  has  come, 

And  the  good  doctor  is  asleep — at  home. 

O  Father  !  when  Thy  summons  we,  too,  hear, 
And  we  are  come  unto  the  borderland, 

Grant  that  the  Great  Physician  may  be  near 

To  calm  our  fluttering  pulse  with  His  strong  hand 

And,  as  our  eyes  grow  dim  in  the  last  strife, 

May  we  read  in  His  face — not  death — but  life. 
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1Rev>.  3.  fll>.  flDorgan,  Wear  ot  Dalton. 

Peace  to  the  dead  !  the  honoured  dead, 

Whom  reverent  hands  this  day  have  borne 

To  his  place  of  rest  in  the  earth's  cold  breast, 
To  sleep  till  the  Resurrection  morn. 

Peace  to  the  dead  !  the  reverend  dead, 
Whose  name  has  been  a  household  word, 

Pastor  and  friend,  loved  to  the  end  : 

"  Blest  are  the  dead,  who  die  in  the  Lord." 

Peace  to  the  dead  !  the  blessed  dead, 
Whose  earthly  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 

Whose  work  is  done,  whose  rest  is  won, 

Whose  barque  has  gained  the  golden  shore. 

Folded  in  mother  earth's  embrace, 

The  dear  old  vicar  calmly  lies  ; 
Dust  to  the  sod,  spirit  to  God, 

Rendered  until  the  dead  arise. 

Through  many  changeful  seasons,  he, 
Like  a  good  shepherd,  led  his  sheep  ; 

But  now  the  call,  which  comes  to  all, 
He  has  obeyed,  and  slumbers  deep. 

Of  tender  heart,  and  generous  hand, 

He  loved  his  flock  ;  they  loved  him,  too  ; 

Who,  fifty  years,  has  shared  their  fears, 
And  all  their  joys  and  sorrows  knew. 


104  W.    H.    SCHNEIDER. 


His  genial  smile  and  cheery  voice 
Many  will  miss  with  keenest  pain  ; 

Of  him  bereft,  a  blank  is  left 
It  will  be  hard  to  fill  again. 

Peace  to  the  dead  !  whose  hoary  head 

Is  lying  now  beneath  the  mould  ; 
But  the  Shepherd  who  waits  at  the  golden  gates 

Has  gathered  him  into  the  fold. 


m.  1b.  Scbneifcer. 

O  Barrow  !  well  may'st  thou  deplore 
The  kindly  heart  that  beats  no  more — 

The  life  that  now  is  ended. 
He  was  thy  friend — a  friend  indeed, 
He  proved  it  in  the  hour  of  need, 

For  none  went  unbefriended. 

His  death  has  come  like  a  cruel  blow 
To  many  a  cottage  home,  I  know, 

For  the  poor  they  held  him  dear  ; 
And  many  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 
As  faltering  voices  speak  of  him 

They  truly  did  revere. 
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The  fragrant  flowers,  whose  sweet  perfume 
Made  beautiful  the  yawning  tomb, 

Will  wither  and  decay  ; 
But  the  memory  of  his  kindliness, 
His  ever  ready  helpfulness, 

Will  never  pass  away. 

In  fancy  I  followed,  mournful  aud  slow, 
In  the  wake  of  the  great  procession  of  woe, 

Which  bore  him  on  to  his  rest. 
And,  as  I  thought  of  the  widow's  tears, 
Thought  of  the  poor  and  their  grateful  prayers, 

I  felt,  nay,  knew  he  was  blest. 

And  now,  alas  !  he  is  numbered 
Amongst  the  cold  and  silent  dead. 

Can  such  men  die  ?     No,  never  ! 
Spirit  and  body  may  depart, 
But  his  kindly  hand,  his  generous  heart 

Has  made  him  ours  for  ever. 


Io6  MATTHEW    BRADSHAW. 


/IDattbew  Brabsbaw,  Urfnftg  pilot- 

'  Sunset  and  evening  star,  and  one  clear  call  for  me, 
And  may  there  be  no  moaning  on  the  bar,  when  I  put  out  to  sea." 

— Tennyson. 

The  call  came  low  and  clear, 

At  the  turning  of  the  tide, 
While  the  hush  of  night  still  lingered 

On  the  waters  far  and  wide. 
And  the  glory  from  the  rising  sun 

Was  gilding  sea  and  skies 
When  he  heard  the  voice  of  Azrael 
.  Saying  to  him — Arise  ! 

And  he  arose  ;  and  in  silence 

Weighed  anchor,  and  set  his  sail, 
And  steered  his  barque  for  that  far  bourne 

That  lies  beyond  the  veil ; 
Sailed  away  in  the  silence, 

Over  the  silent  sea, 
Bound  for  the  land  of  the  great  Unknown, 

For  the  "  haven  where  he  would  be." 

Had  he  his  bearings  ?     I  know  not ; 

But  I'm  sure  his  compass  was  true, 
And  I  think,  ere  he  reached  the  harbour  bar, 

He'd  the  "  leading  lights  "  in  view  ; 
And  by  the  radiant  smile  on  his  face, 

I  feel  so  sure  he  has  found 
His  Pilot ;  and  that  his  barque  at  last 

Is  at  ancher  safe  and  sound. 
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Jobn  Hfnswortb,  Grfnits  pilot. 

One  by  one,  as  they  hear  the  call, 

From  the  tree  of  Time  they  flutter  down  ' 

Like  withered  leaves,  and  we  watch  them  fall, 
Now  the  green  leaves,  and  now  the  brown, 

And  kind  old  Mother  Earth  receives 

In  her  tender  bosom  the  fallen  leaves. 

One  by  one,  as  the  children  go 

To  sleep  on  a  loving  mother's  breast, 

So,  one  by  one — the  high,  the  low — 
Close  their  tired  eyes  and  go  to  rest ; 

And  kind  Death  takes  the  light  away, 

That  sleep  may  be  sound  till  dawn  of  day. 

One  by  one,  as  ships  in  the  night 
Glide  away  on  the  darksome  sea, 

So,  one  by  one,  they  pass  from  our  sight, 
Bound  for  the  haven  where  they  would  be, 

Heading  towards  the  light  afar, 

Where  the  Pilot  waits  upon  the  bar. 

The  good  old  pilot,  who  has  crossed 
Over  the  deeps  of  the  Unknown  Sea, 

Has  many  a  time  been  tempest-tossed  ; 
And  many  a  fight  with  death  had  he 

While  keeping  watch  for  ships  at  night, 

Ready  to  show  his  signal  light. 

Now,  he  himself  has  heard  the  roar 
Of  breakers  on  an  unknown  strand  ; 

Has  seen  the  lights  of  a  fairer  shore, 
And  grasped  the  Master  Pilot's  hand  ; 

And  his  frail  old  barque  at  Anchor  lies 

In  the  river  that  flows  near  Paradise. 


Io8  ON    THE    DEATH    OF    A    BELOVED    NEPHEW. 


©n  tbe  oeatb  of  a  belov>eo  IRepbew. 

Soul  of  the  dead  ! 
Whither,  oh  whither,  hast  thou  fled  ? 

Hast  winged  thy  flight 
To  fairer  realms  of  life  and  light  ? 

Or  art  thou  still 
Lingering,  by  the  Almighty's  will, 

On  this  sad  earth, 
Where  thy  poor  mortal  frame  had  birth  ? 

And  dost  thou  roam 
About  the  precincts  of  thy  southern  home, 

Beyond  the  seas, 
In  the  far-off  Antipodes  ? 

Soul  of  the  dead  ! 
Thy  young  form  lies  in  the  Ocean  bed ; 

And  one  most  dear, 
Unconscious  of  the  sorrow  drawing  near, 

Awaits  with  joy 
Tidings  of  the  home-coming  of  her  boy, 

But  waits  in  vain  ; 
She  will  not  hear  his  merry  voice  again, 

Nor  will  she  see 
The  bright  young  face  she  loved  so  tenderly, 

Till  Death's  kind  hand 
Shall  lead  her  to  thee  in  the  "  Better  Land." 
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O,  sister  mine  ! 
My  heart  is  sore  indeed  for  thee  and  thine. 

Great  is  thy  loss, 
Heavy  and  hard  to  bear  will  be  thy  cross  ; 

Bitter  indeed 
The  cup  thou  hast  to  drink  ;  thy  heart  will  bleed 

I  know  ;  but  one 
Above  knows  best.   He  called  thy  dear  loved  son, 

And  God  is  wise, 
Knowing  the  future,  all  that  therein  lies  ; 

And  so  He  bade 
His  messengers — to  "  go  and  call  the  lad." 


flfc.  flfc. 


IIO  RICHARD    RABY. 


IRicbaro  1Rab£,   pilot. 

Songs  of  sadness 
'Pis  my  destiny  to  sing, 

If  I  strike  one  note  of  gladness 
Sorrow  comes  on  sable  wing, 

Murmuring  low, 
In  her  voice  of  plaintive  woe  ; 
Joy  can  wait  until  to-morrow, 
Sing,  oh,  sing,  to  comfort  sorrow. 

Another  barque — 
An  old  and  a  familiar  one  — 

Has  slipped  its  moorings  in  the  dark, 
And  on  its  lonesome  voyage  gone,  , 

Gliding  away, 
Silently,  at  the  close  of  day, 
Piloted  by  the  Unseen  Hand 
To  a  better  berth  in  the  silent  land. 

Faintly  I  hear 
A  voice  like  sweetest  music,  falling 

Upon  the  weary  pilot's  ear  ; 
Softly,  soothingly  'tis  calling — 

"  Lay  down  thine  oars, 
Upon  these  peaceful  shores 
There  is  no  watch  for  thee  to  keep, 
Let  go  thy  anchor  !    Rest  and  sleep  !  " 
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Dimly  I  see 
The  shining  shores  of  that  fair  coast, 

Looming  beyond  the  unplumbed  sea, 
Which  our  old  friend  has  crossed : 

The  golden  strand 
Of  the  mysterious  shadow-land — 
The  refuge  of  the  soul — the  haven 
Some  call  the  border-land  of  heaven. 

O,  mighty  faith  ! 
Illuminator  of  the  gloom 

Of  that  dark  vale,  which  men  call  death, 
But  I,  only  a  waiting-room 
Where  souls  abide 
Till  they  are  judged,  and  purified  ; 
Light  of  the  Light  Eternal,  we 
Triumph  o'er  death,  possessing  Thee. 


flfc.  Q\ 
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3n  /iDemorfam. 

One  by  one,  Death  calls  them  away, 
From  the  love  that  would  hold, 
From  the  arms  that  enfold. 

Though  we  cry,  "  Stay,  oh,  stay  !  '' 

Death  answers  us  "  Nay  !  " 
And  into  the  gloom 

Down  to  the  tomb 

He  leadeth  the  way. 

The  mother  bends  over  her  dying  one, 
Moaning  aloud  in  her  despair, 
"  O  Death  !  look  on  my  whitened  hair, 
Life's  eventide  is  drawing  on, 
I  need  young  arms  to  lean  upon." 
Death  answers,  "  It  is  God's  decree, 
He  chooseth  best  for  her  and  thee — 
His  will  be  done." 

Then  love,  in  anguish,  pleading  cried — 
"  O  Death  !   be  kind  and  let  her  stay, 
Life  is  so  sweet,  and  this  is  May  : 

Oh,  do  not  take  my  promised  bride, 

A  little  while  let  her  abide, 

Summer  may  free  her  from  the  pain 
And  woo  her  back  to  health  again." 
But  Death  replied, 
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"  Look  on  those  anguished  eyes, 
Look  at  that  laboured  breath, 
See  !  how  it  struggles  beneath 

The  tortured  bosom  to  rise. 
And  will  ye  moan  and  weep 
If  God  gives  the  maiden  sleep  ? 
If  He  calms  that  troubled  breast, 
If  He  gives  your  dear  one  rest — 

The  rest  that  she  will  prize." 

"  Cease  from  mourning — cease  ! 

Think  me  not  cruel,"  said  Death. 

See  !  and  he  stopped  the  breath. 
Lo  !  the  painful  gaspings  cease, 

The  weary  eyes  droop  and  close  : 

O'er  the  worn  face  steals  a  look  of  repose; 

She  is  over  "  the  river"  e'er  she  knows — 

For  with  touch  like  a  soft  caress, 

With  an  infinite  tenderness, 
To  the  maiden,  Death  whispered,  Peace. 
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Ube  Countess  of  Xatbom. 

O  Death  !  before  whose  glance  the  mightiest  fall, 
Whose  summons,  soon  or  late,  must  come  to  all, 
Whose  voice  is  heard  alike  in  cot  and  hall, 
Hadst  thou  no  gentler  voice  in  which  to  call 
This  gracious  lady  o'er  thy  dread  abyss  ? 
Was  there  no  other  way  less  rough  than  this  ? 
No  time  for  farewell  word  or  good-bye  kiss  ? 
Or  was  it  sudden  death  and  sudden  bliss  ? 

O  Christ !  whose  teachings  she  did  emulate, 
Spending,  and  being  spent,  to  ameliorate 
The  sordid  lives  of  those  of  poor  estate, 
Surely  Thou  stood'st  beside  the  "  Silent  Gate;" 
And  'twas  Thy  voice  that  cheered  her  as  she  trod 
That  short  dark  path  that  led  her  home  to  God  ; 
Thy  arm  that  held  her  on  that  lonely  road  ; 
Thine  hand  that  crowned  her  in  the  blest  abode. 

O  Father!  in  this  dark  hour  there  may  be 
Some  wounded  soul  misunderstanding  Thee — 
Questioning  the  wisdom  of  Thy  stern  decree  ; 
Comfort  such  hearts,  O  Father,  if  there  be, 
And  shew  them  'twas  in  love  that  Thou  didst  spare 
The  anguish  of  the  "  parting  hour"  to  her. 
And  so  He  called  her  from  this  world  of  care, 
Straight  through  the  sunshine  here  to  glory  There, 


TOGETHER. 
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TTocjetber. 

Life's  long  day  has  closed  at  last, 
All  its  joys  and  sorrows  o'er. 

And  now  their  voyages  are  past ; 

The  harbour  gained,  the  anchor  cast, 
Our  friends  have  gone  ashore. 

Nobly  they  endured  the  strife, 

Now  they've  found  a  sweet  repose, 
Surcease  from  the  cares  of  life — 
Happy  husband,  happy  wife — 

Where  the  fount  Eternal  flows. 

Side  by  side,  together  they, 

Life's  chequered  pathway  trod. 
Hand  in  hand,  in  youth's  bright  day, 
Side  by  side  while  locks  turned  grey, 
Together  'neath  the  sod; 
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Side  by  side,  they  rest  for  aye, 

Side  by  side,  in  slumber  deep  ; 
Till  the  dawning  of  that  day, 
When  the  night  shall  pass  away — 
Sleep  on,  beloved  sleep  ! 


Il6  ASLEEP. 


Hsleep. 

They  tell  me  thou  art  dead,  and  yet 

I  cannot  weep. 
Thou  wast  so  tired,  can  I  regret 

That  thou  dost  sleep  ? 

They  speak  of  thee  in  solemn  tones 

With  bated  breath  : 
Thou  who  art  with  the  blessed  ones, 

Who  know  no  death. 

They  only  see  thy  lifeless  clay  ; 

I  see  thy  face 
On  which  the  light  of  a  new  day 

Sheds  a  new  grace. 

They  only  see  dumb  lips — I  hear 

Thy  voice  again 
Saying,  "  There  is  no  sorrow  here, 

No  loss,  no  pain." 

Thy  life  was  lone,  thy  path  was  steep  ; 

Shall  we  repine 
That  God  has  given  the  weary  sleep 

That  heav'n  is  thine  ? 

I  cannot  weep,  friend,  when  thou  art 

At  rest  for  aye  ; 
For  thou  hast  seen  the  night  depart, 

Hast  welcomed  day. 

Rather  do  I  rejoice  to  hear 

The  end  has  come  ; 
For  thou  hast  left  thy  crosses  here 

For  peace  and  home. 
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MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 


3'fc  ratber  be  a  H)ais£. 

I'd  rather  be  a  daisy  in  the  field — 

A  daisy  in  the  field  of  poesy — 
If  but  a  passing  pleasure  I  may  yield 

Unto  the  weary-hearted  passer-by. 

I  envy  not  the  one  that  wears  the  bays, 
A  "  shining  light  "  I  would  not  care  to  be  ; 

I'd  rather  sing  my  modest  little  lays, 

Inspired  by  nothing  more  than  sympathy. 

I  count  it  purest  joy  if,  haply,  I 

May  cheer  one  soul  by  grief  or  care  cast  down  ; 
I'd  rather  dry  the  tear  in  sorrow's  eye, 

Than  scale  the  highest  summit  of  renown. 

I  love  the  poets,  love  the  silvery  chimes 

Of  their  sweet  measures,  musical  and  grand  ; 

But  I  would  rather  pen  the  simple  rhymes 
That  lowly  hearts  may  read  and  understand. 


Il8  DINNA    FORGET. 


It  may  be,  when  I  reach  the  Land  of  Light — 
If  God  permits  my  soul  to  enter  there — 

And  these  poor  eyes  behold  the  wondrous  sight 
Of  living  fountains,  many  mansions  fair, 

The  great  white  Throne,  and  the  angelic  throng  ; 

And  there  being  no  sad  songs  for  me  to  sing, 
I,  too,  shall  break  forth  into  grander  song 

When  I  behold  the  face  of  Christ,  my  King. 


Binna  iforget, 

Dinna  forget,  in  winter's  gloom, 

That  summer  skies  are  blue  ; 
Dinna  forget,  when  fortune  frowns, 

There's  aye  one  Friend  that's  true  ; 
And  dinna  forget,  when  all  else  fail, 

The  One  who  cares  for  you. 

Dinna  forget,  when  the  cruise  runs  low, 
And  thy  heart  is  faint  with  fear, 

Not  a  sparrow  falls  but  the  Father  knows ; 
So  tak'  heart,  be  o'  good  cheer, 

And  dinna  forget  'tis  the  darkest  hour 
That  comes  when  dawn  is  near. 
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Dinna  forget,  when  thy  heart  is  sore 
With  memories  of  thy  wrongs, 

That  God  doth  make  the  righteous  clear. 
Heed  not  the  lying  tongues  ; 

And  dinna  forget,  when  thy  passions  rise, 
Vengeance  to  heaven  belongs. 

Dinna  forget,  when  thy  soul  is  down 
In  the  black  depths  of  despair, 

That  thou  canst  rise  from  the  dark  abyss 
On  the  golden  wings  of  prayer  ; 

Dinna  forget  that  the  weakest  cry 
Reaches  the  Father's  ear. 

Dinna  forget,  when  there's  danger  near, 

That  ever  by  night  and  day 
Ministering  angels  of  light,  unseen, 

Are  hovering  round  thy  way, 
Ready  to  help  in  the  hour  of  need, 

So  dinna  forget  to  pray. 


Tim  bat  Xies  Besonfc? 

What  lies  beyond  ?—  beyond  the  confines  of  this  earthly 

sphere, 
Beyond  the  silence  of  those  outer  gates  which  men  call 

Death,  and  fear. 
O,  there  are  wondrous  sights  and   sounds,  could  mortals 

see  and  hear.- 
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What  lies  beyond  ? — beyond  the  shadows  of  the  "  Silent 
Sea" 

That  flows  to  that  unfathomable  bourne  we  call  Eternity; 
The  soundless  deep,  which  all  must  cross,  abounds  with 
mystery. 

What    lies    beyond  ? — beyond     the    silver   stars,    whose 

lustrous  light 
Makes    luminous  the    chill   dark   hours  of  earth's  long 

dreary  night. 
Vainly  we  question.    Who  can  wring  the  secret  from  the 

Infinite  ? 

What  lies  beyond  ?     Still  rings  the  questioning  cry  above 

the  tomb. 
We  strain  our  eyes  in  vain  attempts  to  pierce  the  valley's 

gloom  ; 
And  cry  for  light,  as  frighted  children  do,  when   left  in 

darkened  room. 

O,  doubting  heart,  there  is  a  life  beyond   this  world  of 

care — 
A  higher,  holier,  glorious  life,  which  all  blest  souls  shall 

share, 
When  death  shall  ope  the  golden  gate  dividing  here  from 

there. 

For  death,  methinks,  is  just  the  travail  hour  when  the 

soul's  born. 
The   blest,   emerging  from  the  womb  of  clay,  enter  on 

life's  fair  morn  ; 
But  soul's  unblest  are  ushered  in  Eternity — still-born. 
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ttbe  H)ear  of  Jubilee. 

A    RETROSPECT. 

Old  Time  has  rung  the  curtain  down 

On  the  departed  year, 
With  Nature's  sympathetic  face 

Bent  on  its  rain-drenched  bier. 

Ah,  me  !  how  swift  its  days  have  flown, 
With  all  their  hopes  and  fears  ; 

Now  days,  weeks,  months,  are  garnered  in 
The  great  storehouse  of  years. 

They  lie  upon  its  threshing  floor, 

With  all  their  good  and  ill, 
Awaiting  their  appointed  hour 

For  passing  thro'  God's  mill. 

Oh  !  'tis  a  strange  soul-stirring  thought, 

What  if  we've  lived  in  vain  ? 
What,  if  in  sifting  sheaves  of  ours, 

God  finds  no  golden  grain. 

For  eighteen  hundred  ninety-seven  ? 

Thank  heav'n  'tis  not  too  late  ; 
New  fields  of  labour  wait  for  all 

In  eighteen  ninety-eight. 

Fresh  opportunities  are  given 

To  each  to  start  anew  ; 
But  here  we  think  of  future  days, 

Let  us  the  past  review. 
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The  year  that  has  just  passed  away, 

All  classes  will  agree, 
Has  been  a  most  momentous  one 

In  English  history. 

Our  good  Queen's  Diamond  Jubilee — 
God  bless  her !  all  wdl  say — 

On  June  the  twenty-second,  was 
The  great  red  letter  day. 

Then  one  and  all,  both  old  and  young, 

Of  rich  and  poor  degree, 
Were  one  in  heart  and  mind,  to  show 

Their  love  and  loyalty. 

Old  London  saw  a  pageant  then, 
A  grander  ne'er's  been  seen, 

Nobilities  from  every  clime 
Paid  homage  to  our  Queen. 

One  common  bond  united  all, 
One  toast  on  sea  and  shore, 

The  great  Victoria's  honoured  name 
Revered  the  wide  world  o'er. 

In  darkest  contrast,  India  stood 
A  death's  head  at  our  feast ; 

Famine  and  plague,  twin  horrors,  they, 
Were  raging  in  the  East. 

And  war,  and  rumoured  wars,  e'en  then 
Were  knocking  at  our  door  ; 

We  heard  above  our  songs  of  joy 
The  cannon's  distant  roar. 
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A  baleful  influence  seemed  at  work 

Both  upon  land  and  sea  ; 
For  floods,  fires,  storms,  combined  to  mar 

Our  year  of  jubilee. 

The  engineers'  lock-out,  too,  cast 

Its  shadow  far  and  wide  ; 
And  many  hapless  homes  have  been 

In  want  this  Christmastide. 

Heaven  grant  a  speedy  settlement, 

And  may  we  live  to  see 
Labour  and  capital  go  hand 

In  hand  harmoniously. 

Grave  interests  are  at  stake  ;  we  need 

The  wisdom  of  a  seer, 
To  safely  guide  the  National  barque 

Throughout  the  coming  year. 

Born  amid  universal  strife, 

Who  can  prognosticate 
The  issues  of  events  which  lie 

In  eighteen  ninety-eight  ? 

Would  God,  all  strife  and  discord  might 

Cease  now,  for  evermore  ; 
And  peace  with  this  new  year  be  born 

On  every  troubled  shore. 


124  WHITHER    GOEST    THOU  ? 


TKUbftber  ooest  TEbou? 

Brother,  whither  goest  thou  ? 

Whither  do  thy  footsteps  tend  ? 
Ask  thy  soul  this  question  now — ■ 

Whither  will  my  wanderings  end  ? 
Voices  of  the  lost  reply, 

Wailing  in  united  breath, 
"  In  the  vale  of  misery, 

At  the  gates  of  death." 

Brother  !   put  the  glass  aside, 

Hear  me  !  for  the  love  of  Christ, 
And  those  whom  thou  hast  sorely  tried  ; 

What  hast  thou  not  sacrificed  ? 
Reckon  now  with  Drink  thine  host. 

What  has  self-indulgence  cost  ? 
All  man  loves  and  prizes  most — 

Home,  health,  reputation — lost. 

Brother,  wilt  thou  further  go 

On  this  downward  path  of  sorrow, 
Sowing  seeds  from  whence  will  grow 

Thorns  to  pierce  thy  heart  to-morrow  ; 
Forging  fetters  to  enchain 

Thy  foolish  soul  for  evermore 
To  grim  remorse,  and  deathless  pain, 

On  Hades  unseen  shore. 
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Brother!  listen,  not  to  me, 

But  the  voice  that  speaks  within  me, 
A  voice  that  bids  me  plead  with  thee, 

Urging  me  to  try  and  win  thee 
Back  from  Ruin's  dread  abyss, 

O'er  which  thy  feet  will  surely  fall, 
If  thou  turn  deaf  ears  to  this — 

The  Spirit's  final  call. 

Brother  !  say  not  "  'tis  too  late  " — 

"  All  things  are  possible  to  Me," 
God  says.     And  at  His  golden  gate 

Mercy  stands  beckoning  to  thee. 
Arise  !  while  thou  hast  strength  to  climb, 

Lift  up  thine  eyes,  there's  help  above; 
And  thou  may'st  yet  win  back  in  time, 

Lost  fame,  lost  hope,  lost  home  and  love. 


ZEbe  pads  Disaster. 

O,  France  !  grief-stricken  land, 

We  tender  thee, 
In  this  dark  hour  of  thine, 

Our  sympathy. 

Truly,  the  flaming  sword — 

Death's  fiery  dart — 
Has  pierced  gay  Paris  to 

Her  very  heart. 
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Thy  children  wept  for  ours, 

Whom  the  sea  toss'd 
Upon  thy  shores---the  dead 

By  Ushant  lost. 

And  we,  remembering  still 

That  thou  didst  show 
Such  tender  pity  in 

Our  hour  of  woe, 

Are  fain  to  comfort  thee 

In  thy  sad  loss, 
To  help  thy  children  bear 

Their  fiery  cross. 

And  so  this  day  for  thee 

Our  tears  are  shed  ; 
For  England  mourns  with  France 

Over  her  dead. 

The  dead — that  brilliant  throng 

Of  yesterday — 
Whose  blackened  ashes  wait 

Burial  to-day. 

Truly,  our  mortal  life 

Hangs  on  a  breath, 
And  in  the  "  midst  of  life 

We  are  in  Death." 

•  •  •  •  • 

Without  the  glorious  hope 

Of  life  beyond, 
How  could  we  live  and  bear 

Life's  broken  bond  ? 
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Bt  Eventt&e. 

At  Eventide — 
Fond  Memory's  gates  I  open  wide 
And  let  my  fancies  backward  roam 
Away  to  childhood's  happy  home, 
And  kneel  again  at  mother's  side 
To  say  my  prayers  at  Eventide. 

At  Eventide — 
When  the  shadows  are  creeping  over  the  tide, 
My  thoughts  rush  forth  to  a  distant  shore, 
To  the  lov'd  ones,  I  shall  see  no  more — 
Dear  heaven  !  to  think  great  seas  divide 
Parents  and  children  at  Eventide. 

At  Eventide — 
My  heart  goes  out  to  the  "  true  and  tried  " — 
Friends  whose  faces  have  never  worn 
Look  of  anger,  or  smile  of  scorn, 
Friends  who  have  never  like  Judas,  lied, 
Then  kissed  me  in  the  Eventide. 

At  Eventide- 
Ghosts  of  dead  hopes  steal  to  my  side, 
And  I  look  back  with  tear-wet  eyes 
To  youth's  lost  opportunities  — 
Those  "  might  have  beens  "  of  morning  tide  ; 
Impossibles  at  Eventide. 
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At  Eventide — 
Sad  at  heart,  and  dissatisfied 
With  labour  done,  and  left  undone  ; 
Sighing,  I  lay  the  burdens  down, 
And  yet,  God  knows  how  hard  I  tried, 
Though  little  I've  done,  at  Eventide. 

At  Eventide — 
Weary  with  struggling  'gainst  wind  and  tide, 
With  hope  departed,  faith  nigh  dead, 
My  earnest  prayers  unanswered, 
I  question — "  Brother,  do  not  chide 
If  God  is  just  at  Eventide." 

At  Eventide — 
Voices  come  from  the  other  side — 
Echoes  from  the  eternal  spheres — ■ 
Whispering  to  my  earth  worn  ears  : 
"  Child  of  earth,  whate'er  betide, 

In  Heaven  there's  light  at  Eventide  !  " 
Light  ?     "  Yes,  light  at  Eventide  !  " 


*   # 
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ffarewell  flftap!   Melcome  June! 

Farewell,  bonnie  May,  merry  May, 

Sweet  darling  of  the  year! 
You  have  cheered  us  many  a  day 
With  your  sunny  smiles  ;   and  your  gay 

Laughter  we  loved  to  hear. 

Farewell,  bonnie  May,  merry  May, 
Though  loth  to  part  so  soon, 

We  must  leave  you  now,  and  away 

At  the  dawning  of  the  day, 
To  welcome  your  sister  June. 

For  her  footsteps  we  plainly  hear, 

Though  shod  in  velvet  shoon  ; 
She  is  coming!   I  can  see  her, 
With  her  starry  eyes  so  clear, 
Beneath  the  waning  moon. 


*s> 


Her  robe  is  of  glistening  green, 
Jewelled  with  dewdrops  over 
Its  flower  embroideries  ;   her  mien 
Is  that  of  a  new  crowned  queen 
Waiting  for  her  lover. 


*«3 


She  comes  !  now  bonnie  May  has  sped  ; 

Sing,  birds,  your  merriest  tune. 
She  comes  !   I  see  her  shining  head 
Crowned  with  sweet  roses,  white  and  red  ; 

O,  welcome,  lovely  June  ! 
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Xauncb  of  Ib.flB.S.   "  powerful." 

july  1895. 

O,  Thou  !   Divine,  Almighty  Power, 
Behold  this  great  Leviathan, 
Wrought  by  the  patient  skill  of  man, 

And  brought  to  this  momentous  hour. 

Behold  the  hearts  of  men,  that  beat 
Alternately  with  hope  and  fear, 
And  in  the  trial,  crucial,  be  near, 

Then  shall  their  victory  be  complete. 

Behold  the  eager,  waiting  crowds, 
So  patient  'neath  the  falling  rain, 
And  bid  the  sun  shine  forth  again, 

And  chase  away  the  sullen  clouds, 

That  we  may  see  the  smiling  skies, 
And  take  as  omen  of  success 
That  Thou  Thyself,  dost  mean  to  bless 

Our  latest,  greatest  enterprise. 

The  fateful  moment  draweth  nigh 
All  eyes  intent  on  watching  her. 
Is  that  a  signal  ?     Does  she  stir  ? 

Yes  !  yes  !   A  great  exultant  cry 

Breaks  forth  upon  the  silent  air; 

She  moves,  and  with  imperious  sweep 
Glides  onward  to  the  waiting  deep 

In  haste  to  prove  a  conqueror. 

The  whistles  blow,  while  cheers  arise, 
The  sun  with  smiling  face  appears 
To  banish  clouds  as  well  as  fears, 

For  heaven  has  heard  and  answered  prayers, 

And  filled  our  cup  unto  the  full. 
Oh,  may  it  be  an  augury 
That  Briton's  sons  shall  ever  be 

All-powerful,  all-powerful ! 
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If^./ID.S.  "powerful"  at  Sea. 

Time  and  patience,  care  and  skill, 
Effect  the  purpose  of  the  will. 

To-day  with  kindling  eyes  we  see 
The  consummation  of  the  plan, 
The  perfected  Leviathan, 

A  proof  of  Barrow's  industry. 

A  thrilling  sight,  in  truth,  is  she 
Slow  moving  o'er  the  sunlit  sea, 

Manned  by  her  gallant  crew, 
With  towering  masts  and  lofty  sides, 
Onward.,  majestically  she  glides 

To  the  ocean  calm  and  blue. 

What  has  the  "  Powerful  "  to  be  ? 
A  sentinel  to  guard  the  sea 

When  danger  threatens  home  ; 
A  watchdog,  whose  sonorous  bay 
Will  scare  the  skulking  foe  away, 

If  they  should  dare  to  come. 

A  guardian  to  protect  the  seas, 
A  powerful  foe  to  enemies  ; 

A  floating  fort  of  braves, 
Whose  duty  it  must  ever  be 
To  let  all  adverse  nations  see 

Britannia  rules  the  waves. 

God  speed  her  !   fervently  we  pray, 
As  o'er  the  bar  she  steams  away. 

God's  blessing  be  upon  her  ! 
And  may  she  prove  in  time  of  need 
To  friend  and  foe  a  power  indeed 

To  dear  old  England's  honour. 
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Bebolfc ! 

"  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  My 
brethren,   ye  have  done  it  unto  Me." — Matt.  xxv.  40. 

From  darksome  cellars,  dank  and  chill, 

From  fireless  attics,  cold  and  bare, 
Out  of  alley  and  slum,  behold  they  come, 

Grim  spectres  of  famine  and  despair, 
With  poor  wan  faces,  pinched  and  blue, 

With  frozen  fingers  that  scarce  can  hold 
The  few  poor  fluttering  rags  that  hide 

Their  wasted  bosoms  from  the  cold. 

Age  and  youth,  and  childhood  frail, 

With  hollow  eye  and  sunken  cheek, 
Gaze  wistfully  at  the  passers-by, 

Whose  kindly  aid  they  often  seek  ; 
While  piteous  wails  of  babes  are  heard — 

Starving  babies  at  the  breast — 
For  nature's  fount  by  want  is  dried. 

And  vain  the  hungry  infant's  quest. 

Onward,  the  sad  procession  moves — 

A  desperate  host  by  famine  led — 
A  shivering,  starving  multitude, 

All  clamouring  for  bread  : 
Poor  strugglers,  who  have  vainly  tried 

To  breast  the  tide  of  circumstance  ; 
Flotsam  and  jetsam,  drifting  here 

And  there  upon  the  waves  of  chance. 
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O  ye,  all  ye  whose  generous  hearts 

Have  throbbed  with  loving  sympathies, 
Whose  kindly  hands  have  been  held  out 

To  aid  one  of  the  least  of  these, 
No  matter  what  your  dole  has  been — 

The  widow's  mite,  the  rich  man's  gold — 
If  given  ungrudging  for  Christ's  sake, 

He  will  repay  a  hundredfold. 


Christmas  is  Coming. 

Christmas  is  coming  !  the  little  ones  cry 
With  their  eager  eyes  abeaming, 

That  wonderful  hour  is  drawing  nigh 

When,  while  they  are  sweetly  dreaming, 

The  good  all  fairy  of  "  Make  Believe  " 

Will  visit  their  cots  on  Christmas  Eve. 

Christmas  is  coming  !   the  school  boys  shout, 
Their  caps  in  the  air  up-flinging, 

As  they  leap  and  jump  and  caper  about; 
For  Christmastide  is  bringing 

The  holidays,  home,  and  fun  once  more, 
And  there'll  be  feasts  of  joy  in  store. 
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Christmas  is  coming  !  the  young  folks  say, 
Their  bright  eyes  gaily  glancing, 

And  we'll  while  the  long  dark  hours  away 
With  music,  songs,  and  dancing  ; 

And  there'll  be  stolen  kisses,  I  trow, 

Under  the  gleaming  misletoe. 

Christmas  is  coming  !  we  mothers  say, 
As  we  look  round  on  the  glowing 

Faces  of  children.     Ah!  well-a-day, 
We  must  be  older  growing, 

For  another  year  of  life  has  gone, 

And  the  wheels  of  Time  still  rumble  on. 

Christmas  is  coming!  the  Queen  Bee  cries, 
In  the  hive  there  is  much  humming, 

For  hundreds  of  Bees  with  anxious  eyes, 
Await  the  supplement  coming  ; 

And  hundreds  more  eager  to  see 

That  wondrous  sight — the  Christmas  Tree. 

Christmas  is  coming  !  Old  Winter  says, 

His  watery  eyes  a-drying; 
So  here's  to  its  happy,  merry  days, 

May  they  know  no  care  or  sighing  ; 
But  Yuletide  peace  fill  cot  and  hall, 
When  Christmas  comes;  and  may  God  bless  all. 
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TTbe    1Wew    l^ear. 

TO    MY    OLD    FRIEND. 

Another  milestone  reached  to-day 

By  you  and  I  : 
Dear,  as  we  older  grow,  how  fast 

The  precious  moments  fly  ! 
It  seems  but  yesterday  I  sent 

Fond  greeting  unto  thee; 
And,  lo  !  another  year  has  passed 

Into  eternity. 

Oft — in  the  years  agone — hast  thou 

My  lagging  footsteps  spurred, 
And,  with  a  kindly  word  or  smile, 

My  fainting  spirit  cheered  ; 
And  tho'  we  clasp  not  hands  to-day, 

As  we  were  wont  to  do, 
I  know  your  thoughts  will  fly  to  me 

As  mine  have  flown  to  you. 

We've  said  "  Farewell  "  to  the  old  year, 

And  "  Welcome  "  to  the  new  ; 
And  now,  with  added  zeal,  let's  each 

Our  different  paths  pursue  : 
For  each  must  start  afresh  to-day 

Another  mile  to  tread, 
Not  knowing  what  lies  in  our  path, 

What  trouble  looms  ahead. 
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But  let  us  cheerfully  set  out 

Upon  life's  chequered  road, 
Grateful  for  all  the  mercies  past, 

Still  trusting  in  our  God  ; 
Thankful  for  sweet  communion,  tho' 

Some  hands  we  have  not  clasped, 
Knowing  that  they  will  meet  our  own 

When  the  last  milestone's  pass'd. 


/Ifcatie. 

They  say  you  are  failing  fast,  Marie, 

That  life  is  on  the  wane, 
That  in  a  little  while,  Marie, 

You  will  be  free  from  pain  ; 
That  I — that  I  shall  never  see 

My  girlhood's  friend  again. 

I  mind  me  of  the  past,  Marie, 
Lang  syne  in  life's  forenoon, 

Your  cheeks  glowed  brightly  red,  Marie, 
Like  th~  sweet  red  rose  in  June  ; 

Ah  !   little  did  we  think,  Marie, 
The  rose  would  fade  so  soon. 
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I  think  I  see  you  now,  Marie, 

The  day  that  you  were  wed, 
With  downcast  eyes  and  blushing  face, 

And  drooping  duskyhead  ; 
I  kissed  you  in  the  aisle,  Marie, 

But  Annie  wept  and  said, 

■  Our  circle's  broken  now,  girls, 
It's  charm  for  aye  has  gone  ; 
Our  golden  chain  will  shorten 

As  the  hurrying  years  roll  on." 

Dear  Annie,  she  was  right,  Marie, 

The  links  snapped  one  by  one. 

Thank  God  !  Your  path's  been  smooth,  Marie, 

Your  cup  has  aye  been  fu', 
And  though  you've  had  your  sorrows, 

Your  cares  have  aye  been  few  ; 
You've  bonnie  bairns  around,  Marie, 

And  a  husband  kind  and  true. 

And  now  the  day  is  o'er,  Marie, 

Over  your  setting  sun 
The  clouds  are  gathering  fast,  Marie, 

The  light  will  soon  be  gone  ; 
Just  a  little  while,  Marie, 

And  then,  God's  will  be  done. 


I38  TWO    LETTERS. 


Zwo  Xetters. 

Two  letters  reached  me  on  the  self-same  morn  ; 

One  came  to  tell 
That  in  one  home  a  little  babe  was  born, 

Child  and  mother  well. 

What  joy  there'll  be  within  that  home  to-day, 

I,  smiling,  said  ; 
Then  turned  to  where  the  other  letter  lay, 

And,  weeping,  read, 

That  in  another  home  the  light  had  gone 

From  mother's  eyes  : 
Her  pain-racked  form  at  rest,  her  spirit  flown 

To  Paradise. 

For  one,  the  thrilling  touch  of  wee  warm  hands 

And  baby  lips  ; 
The  other,  parting,  silence,  and  the  unseen  lands, 

The  grave's  eclipse. 

Within  one  home,  all  joy,  a  mother  sleeping, 

With  babe  at  breast ; 
Within  the  other,  sorrow,  fond  hearts  weeping 

O'er  one  at  rest. 

'Tis  ever  thus,  our  joys  are  shadowed 

By  sorrow's  knell  ; 
But  with  the  living  mother,  and  the  dead, 

Thank  God  !   'tis  well. 
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Ubouohts  oi  tbe  Hbsent. 

Shadows  of  the  night  are  falling, 

Falling  over  land  and  sea, 
And  my  wandering  thoughts  will  stray, 

Dearest,  unto  thee, 
Wondering  in  what  scenes  you  roam, 
Far  from  love,  and  far  from  home. 

Ah  !  we  never  miss  our  loved  ones 

Till  they're  far  away, 
Where  the  voice  no  more  can  reach  them, 

When  they've  left  the  well-known  way  : 
Passed  our  sight,  beyond  recall, 
Then  we  know  they're  all  in  all. 

Then  we  listen  for  the  footsteps — 
Footsteps  that  we  know  can't  come  ; 

Yet  forgetting,  think  it  is  them 
Coming,  just  as  usual,  home  ; 

How  our  throbbing  hearts  will  beat 

At  the  sound  of  other  feet. 

Ah  !   how  many  watch  and  wait, 

Ready  with  sweet  words  of  greeting, 

And  with  joy  anticipate 

All  the  rapture  of  the  meeting, 

All  unconscious  of  the  sorrow 

That  awaits  them  on  the  morrow. 
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Dumb  the  lips  they  long  to  hear, 
Cold  the  hands  they  yearn  to  press, 

All  unmindful  of  the  tear, 
Heedless  of  the  fond  caress  : 

Oh  !   the  anguish  and  the  pain 

Of  those  sad  hearts  who  watch  in  vain. 

Hark  !   is  that  a  step  I  hear  ? 

Baby  claps  her  hands  with  glee, 
Lisps  the  name  to  him  so  dear, — 

"  Dadda  " — yes,  'tis  he  !   'tis  he! 
Ah  !   thank  God  !   my  watch  is  o'er, 
Father's  safe  at  home  once  more. 


Some  H>a£. 

Some  day,  when  our  sight  grows  clearer, 

We  shall  find  the  rugged  road 
We  are  treading  now  leads  nearer 
To  the  City  of  our  God  ; 
And  we  shall  say, 
At  close  of  day, 
'Tis  well  that  we  have  come  this  way. 
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Some  day,  when  our  faith  is  stronger, 

We  shall  clasp  the  Father's  hand, 
Questioning  His  love  no  longer, 
Though  we  may  not  understand 
Why  He  says,  Nay, 
Instead  of  Yea  ; 
His  reasons  we  shall  know  some  day. 

Some  day,  at  life's  closing  chapter, 
The  veil  will  slip  from  our  eyes, 
And  we'll  find,  not  here — hereafter, 
The  clue  to  life's  mysteries  ; 
Sorrow  and  pain 
We  shall  count  gain 
When  God  has  made  His  meaning  plain. 

Yes  !  there  in  the  light  up  yonder 

Where  the  deathless  lilies  bloom, 
We  shall  gaze  in  silent  wonder 
At  our  lives  in  the  Master's  loom  ; 
And  we  shall  see 
How  wondrously 
He's  woven  all  in  harmony. 
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Ube  JEve  of  2Libertg. 

TO    A     CAPTIVE     LARK. 

I  took  thee  from  the  snarer's  hand, 
A  little,  quivering,  fluttering  thing, 

And  smoothed  thy  ruffled  plumage  down, 
Straighten'd  the  feathers  of  thy  wing, 

Which  thou  had'st  bent  and  broken  in 
Thy  wild  and  futile  struggling. 

'Twas  in  the  cruel  Frost  King's  reign, 
The  frozen  snow  lay  thick  around  ; 

And  brook  and  river,  pond  and  mere, 
Alike  in  icy  chains  were  bound  ; 

And  many  a  starving  bird  like  thee, 
In  search  of  food,  a  death-trap  found. 

My  children  pleaded  for  thy  life  ; 

Methought  it  had  already  flown. 
"  Dear  mother,  please  to  set  it  free, 

Or  it  will  surely  die,"  said  one. 
"  Nay,"  cried  wee  Mary,  "  let  it  stay 

Till  all  the  frost  and  snow  has  gone." 

And  so  we  kept  thee,  birdie,  dear, 
In  love,  which  seemed  like  cruelty  ; 

But  now  the  cruel  winter's  o'er, 
And  the  days  of  thy  captivity; 

My  promises  I  now  redeem, 
And  give  thee  back  thy  liberty. 

Around  the  door  the  children  stand, 
Longing,  yet  loth  to  watch  thy  flight ; 

A  moment,  and  the  captive's  freed, 
Another,  and  'tis  out  of  sight, 

Like  a  glad  soul  from  earth  set  free, 
Soaring  upward  to  the  light. 


HONEYED    WORDS.  143 


Ibonepefc  Moras. 

A    WONDROUS    PLANT. 

There  is  a  plant,  a  little  plant, 
That  blooms  the  wide  world  o'er, 

You'll  find  it  in  the  palace,  and 
The  cottage  of  the  poor. 

At  joy's  approach  its  glossy  leaves 

Assume  a  brighter  hue  ; 
But  when  amid  the  funeral  flowers 

They  exhale  tears  like  dew. 

A  leaf  placed  in  the  mourner's  hand 

Assuages  bitterest  grief; 
And  when  applied  to  hearts  that  ache, 

The  sufferer  finds  relief. 

Whence  came  this  wondrous  plant  ? 

Methinks  it  came  first  from  above  ; 
That  'tis  an  offshoot  from  some  tree 

In  God's  great  garden,  Love. 

And  when  the  Son  of  God  came  down, 

To  suffer  and  to  die, 
He  brought  with  him  this  tender  plant, 

Which  we  call  Sympathy. 

Plant  it  in  thy  soul's  garden  then, 

If  thou  would'st  truly  be 
A  follower  of  Him  who  taught 

Both  Love  and  Charity. 
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Zhc  Brt&al. 

She  stands  arrayed  in  bridal  white, 

The  roses  on  her  cheeks  aglow, 
Her  bonnie  brown  eyes  full  of  light, 

Ready,  and  yet  half  loth  to  go. 
Now  that  the  fateful  hour  is  near, 

The  moment  of  departure  come  ; 
How  can  she  break  those  ties  so  dear, 

The  clear  old  ties  of  home. 

Her  sisters  hover  lovingly 

Around  her,  while  the  father  tries 
To  wipe,  unseen,  the  tears  which  he 

Seeks  to  surpress,  but  still  they  rise  ; 
The  mother  bravely  plays  her  part, 

She  will  not  sadden  the  young  bride 
With  sight  of  tears,  that  fain  would  start, 

She  puts  her  grief  aside. 

The  friendly  neighbours  gather  near, 

The  children  crowding  round  the  door. 
Waiting  with  eagerness  to  see  her — 

For  she's  esteemed  by  all  who  know  her, 
The  sun  shines  from  a  cloudless  sky, 

Good  omen  for  a  bridal  day, 
And  "  Isn't  she  sweet !  "  the  children  cry 

As  the  bride's  coach  rolls  away. 

Anon,  while  at  her  bridegroom's  side, 
In  the  chancel  where  vows  are  said, 

The  sunbeams  falling  upon  the  bride 
Form  a  halo  around  her  head. 
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A  signal  blessing  from  above, 

Like  a  smile  from  the  Father's  face, 

The  hallowing  seal  on  wedded  love, 
It  seemed  in  that  holy  place. 

The  church's  trying  ordeal  o'er, 

Names  signed,  the  vestry  doors  unclose, 
Bridegroom  and  bride  appear  once  more, 

She  blushing  like  a  sweet  June  rose, 
As  down  the  old  church  path  they  pass 

Near  where  the  silent  sleepers  lie, 
Slumbering  beneath  the  verdant  grass, 

Under  the  smiling  sky. 

And  now  the  wedding  breakfast's  o'er, 

The  rice  anp.  slippers  duly  thrown, 
And  the  "  happy  pair  "  off  on  their  tour, 

The  wedding  guests  have  silent  grown, 
As  friends  who  linger  in  the  dark, 

Watching,  as  long  as  eyes  can  see, 
The  lights  of  a  receding  barque 

Slow  sailing  out  to  sea. 

This  mortal  life  is  but  a  vast 

Unfathomed  sea,  where  all  must  sail, 
Prepared  for  many  an  adverse  blast, 

Contrary  winds,  or  troublous  gale. 
And  so  we  wish  husband  and  wife, 

Who  have  signed  articles  to-day, 
Fair  winds  across  the  sea  of  life, 

With  love  to  steer  alway. 
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Sprino. 

Awake  !  awake  !   Dame  Nature  cries, 

Awake  and  greet  the  Spring. 
A  myriad  dainty  blossoms  rise, 
And  open  wide  their  starry  eyes  ; 
A  myriad  songbirds  sing 
In  wood  and  glade 
A  serenade, 
To  welcome  lovely  Spring. 

Clad  in  her  daisy  'broidered  gown, 

And  crowned  with  daffodils, 
She  trips  across  the  meadows  brown, 
Chasing  from  Nature's  face  the  frown, 
As  joyously  she  trills 
Her  merry  lay, 
Which  floats  away, 
Like  music,  to  the  hills. 

She  kisses  Winter,  bluff  old  King, 

Or  ever  he  can  go. 
He  bows  his  hoar}'  head  to  Spring, 
Saying,  "  You  are  a  winsome  thing," 
Then  strews  her  path  with  snow — 
An  offering  meet 
For  her  pure  feet, 
Which  makes  her  sweet  face  glow 
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She  listens  to  the  lovers'  vows, 

To  labour  gives  her  blessing; 
She  cheers  the  farmer  as  he  ploughs, 
And  dances  'neath  the  naked  boughs, 
Calling  in  tones  caressing 
To  bud  and  leaf, 
"  My  time  is  brief, 
So  hasten  with  your  dressing." 

She  works  and  sings  the  livelong  day, 

And  sets  ambition  climbing; 
She  drives  our  morbid  fears  away 
With  sunny  smiles  and  carols  gay, 
And  sets  Hope's  bells  a-chiming. 
Thus  do  we  sing 
Of  lovely  Spring, 
Who  sets  the  poets  rhyming. 


H  Summer  Bap. 

Calm  as  a  lake  the  ocean  lies, 
Reflecting  in  her  smiling  face 

The  snow-white  clouds  and  azure  skies, 
Of  Winter  storms  she  bears  no  trace, 

And  where  the  stronger  currents  run, 
A  thousand  little  wavelets  bright 

Are  scintillating  in  the  sun, 
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Like  twinkling  stars  on  frosty  night. 
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The  birds  chirp  gaily  in  the  eaves, 

The  butterflies  flit  here  and  there 
At  hide-and-seek  among  the  leaves  ; 

The  scent  of  roses  fills  the  air, 
The  fields  are  full  of  growing  grain, 

Laden  with  ripening  fruit  the  trees  ; 
The  honey-suckle  in  the  lane, 

Attracts  the  ever  busy  bees. 

Dame  Nature,  with  her  sunny  face — 

She  is  no  longer  brown  and  bare, 
And  wears  her  summer  robe  with  grace — - 

Hath  called  the  children  unto  her. 
They  sit  upon  her  lap  and  play 

With  daisy  chains,  and  laugh  with  glee, 
O,  life  is  sweet  !   this  Summer  day, 

And  full  of  joy  and  melody. 

O  heart !  sad  heart,  whom  fate  has  shorn 

Of  joys,  as  Winter  strips  the  tree, 
Learn,  now,  from  Nature's  joys  new-born 

The  lesson  she  would  teach  to  thee  ; 
And  wait  in  patience  and  v/ith  faith, 

Until  thy  Winter  pass  away, 
And  thou  shalt  reap  an  aftermath 

Of  joys,  when  comes  thy  Summer  day. 
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Burns'  Centenary. 

DIED  JULY  2IST,  I796. 

A  century  of  grand  progressive  years 
On  Time's  swift  rolling  wheels  has  sped, 
Since  that  sad  morn  the  Angel  Azrael  led 

The  Bard  of  Scotia  from  this  vale  of  tears. 

His  was  the  heaven-born  gift  of  song  ; 
But  Scotia  did  not  fully  recognise 
The  star  that  had  been  shining  in  her  skies, 

Till  he  had  gone  to  join  the  silent  throng. 

Nature  doth  teach  more  perfectly  than  Art, 
And  he  from  Nature  learnt  his  minstrelsy  ; 
She  taught  him  wisdom,  gave  to  him  the  key 

That  aye  unlocks  the  chambers  of  the  heart. 

So  many  stars  have  risen,  so  many  set, 
But  with  a  radiant  lustre  all  its  own, 
This  bright  particular  star  has  shone, 

Shines  still,  and  will  shine  on  for  ages  yet. 

Dear  bard,  the  gulf  of  death  is  not  so  wide, 
But  thou  might's  cross  on  this  centenary, 
And  bring  to  those  who  love  thy  memory 

The  melodies  sung  on  the  other  side. 

Come  !   bright  inhabitant  of  heavenly  spheres, 
And  visit  us  for  sake  of  Auld  Lang  Syne ; 
And  let  the  echoes  of  thy  songs  divine 

Bridge  o'er  the  gulf,  and  glad  our  listening  ears. 


I50  HOMELAND. 


Ibomelanfc. 

SONG. 

Hope  sang  to  me  in  the  Spring-time, 
When  primroses  bloomed  in  the  lane, 
"  Weep  not,  sweetheart — for  lovers  must  part, 
And  thine  will  return  again  !  " 
But  my  tears  fell  fast  on  the  golden  sand 
As  my  love  sailed  away  from  the  dear  Homeland. 

Hope  sang  again  in  the  Antumn, 

When  fields  were  yellow  with  grain — 
"  I  see  white  sails  a-gleaming,  and  a  sailor  lad 
a-dreaming, 
On  a  barque  that  nears  the  main  ; 
He  dreams  of  thee,  sweet  maiden — and — 
He's  steering  now  for  the  dear  Homeland." 

Hope  sang  once  more  in  the  gloaming, 
When  Autumn  was  on  the  wane — 
"  Weep  not  for  thy  absent  lover,  his  earthly 
voyage  is  over, 
But  ye  shall  meet  again 
Where  there  are  no  rocks,  nor  shoals,  nor  sand, 
For  there's  'no  more  sea'  in  the  great  Homeland." 
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TLbc  Distress  in   -Jrelanfc. 

AN     APPEAL. 

Christ  fed  the  hungry  multitude, 
He  did  not  ask  their  race  or  creed, 
He  only  saw  the  people's  need, 

And  bade  His  followers  give  them  food. 

A  people  in  a  sadder  plight, 

In  greater  need,  in  more  distress, 
Than  those  fed  in  the  wilderness, 

Appeal  for  sympathy  to-night. 

The  starving  poor  on  Erin's  isle, 

Poor  hapless  souls  !   our  pity  claim  : 
We  ask  you  in  Christ  Jesu's  name 

To  aid  them  for  a  little  while. 

"  Feed  my  lambs,"  the  Saviour  said  : 
His  little  lambs  are  faint  and  cold, 
Hungering,  in  their  distant  fold, 
Crying  piteously  for  bread. 

"  Feed  my  sheep,"  the  voice  Divine 
Echoes  adown  the  ages  still; 
Good  Shepherd  may  we  do  Thy  will, 
For  are  not  all  men  sheep  of  Thine  ! 

But  Charity  begins  at  home, 

And  we  have  our  deserving  poor, 
Pinched  with  want,  close  to  our  door ; 

Charity  has  no  need  to  roam. 
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Yea,  if  she  would  do  like  her  Lord, 
Irrespective  of  race,  or  creed, 
She  must  follow  the  Master's  lead, 

And  faithfully  obey  His  word. 

O  brethren  !  fathers  of  dear  sons, 

And  mothers  of  sweet  daughters  fair, 
Surely  a  trifle  you  may  spare 

To  aid  the  famine-stricken  ones. 

Fear  not  to  cast  your  bread  upon 
The  waters,  'twill  return  again  ; 
And  ye  shall  count  your  loss  as  gain, 

When  the  dear  Lord  doth  say  "  Well  done." 


An  old  man  stands  at  the  Workhouse  gate, 
Gazing  wistfully  down  the  road  ; 

Cruel  indeed  was  the  hand  of  fate, 
When  it  led  him  into  that  abode, 

Although  kind  hearts  have  tried  to  make 

His  lot  less  hard,  for  "  old  times  sake." 

What  is  he  thinking  of?   as  he  stands, 

Silently,  wistfully,  gazing  there, 
Clutching  the  bars  with  his  thin  worn  hands, 

Wnile  the  rough  wind  ruffles  his  silver  hair. 
Is  it  of  days  and  years  that  have  fled  ? 
Sadly,  slowly,  he  shakes  his  head. 
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Is  it  of  wisdon:  that  came  too  late, 

When  means  were  gone,  and  hearts  grew  cold  ? 
Or  the  shame  he  felt  when  the  Workhouse  gate 

Closed  on  the  skipper  once  brave  and  bold  ? 
Is  it  of  voyages  over  the  seas 
He  is  dreaming  now  ?     No,  none  of  these. 

Is  it  that  grave  in  the  churchyard  still, 

With  its  gleaming  headstone  of  marble  white, 

That  has  caused  those  dim  old  eyes  to  fill 
With  the  waters  of  bitterness  to-night  ? 

Is  it  for  her  those  tears  are  shed  ? 

Again  the  old  man  shakes  his  head. 

"  I  was  only  a  derelict,"  quoth  he, 

"  Left  to  the  mercy  of  wind  and  tide, 

Drifting  helpless  upon  life's  sea, 

With  never  a  friendly  hand  to  guide, 

Till  driven  by  the  winds  of  adversity 

Into  this  haven  of  charity. 

I  have  erred  and  strayed  as  others  have  done, 
Sinned  and  suffered,  repented  too  late  ; 

And  Nemesis,  in  the  form  of  my  son, 
Drove  me  here  to  the  Workhouse  gate. 

Old,  forsaken,  to  die  alone  ; 
'  O,  Absalom,  my  son  !   my  son  !  '  " 
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1893. 

Dull  and  grey  were  the  closing  days  of  the  year  now 
dead, 

With  weeping  skies,  and  thick  cold  mists  that  shroud- 
like spread  — 

As  though  Dame  Nature  wished  to  hide  the  dying  bed. 

0  year,  so  full  of  promise  bright  !  O  fated  ninety-three  ! 
Who,  looking  on  thy  dawning  hours,  could  thy  dark  close 

foresee, 
Or   guess    that    thou    vvert    pregnant   with   such   human 
misery. 

Surely  our  God  in  mercy  sent  to  us  the  summer  fair, 
That  the  memory  of  its  golden  days  should  keep  us  from 

despair, 
When  hearts  and  homes  alike  should  be  cold  and  sad  with 

care. 

But  in  the  time  of  suffering  drear  I  saw  a  form  arise. 

1  watched  it  long,  I  saw  it  oft  in  many  a  strange  disguise ; 
But  through  them  all  I  recognised  the  sweet  Self-sacrifice. 

And   here   and    there   from   hall   and    cot   went   Christian 

Charity  ; 
And  by  her  side  I  also  saw  that  kind  soul  Sympathy — 
Whose  cheery  tones  and  genial  smile  brighten'd  Adversity. 
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Then  there  were  hearts  that  we  had  thought  devoid  of 

human  feeling 
That  opened  out  at  Sorrow's  cry,  true  kindliness  reveali ng— 
Hearts  of  gold,   that   all   the  while   the  dross   bad    been 

concealing. 

But  the  turn  in  the  lane  has  come  at  last — a  rift  in  the 

dark  cloud  too  ; 
A  brighter  day  is  about  to  dawn,  so  shoulder  your  burdens 

anew, 
And   may   He  who  has  led  us  in   this  old  year  guide  us 

again  in  the  new. 

Draw  back  the  curtains  that  I  may  look  out  on  the  face 

of  the  new-born  year. 
Lo  !  the  mists  have  all  sped  away,  and  the  sun  has  risen 

bright  and  clear — 
Harbinger  of,  let  us  hope,  a  brighter  and  more  prosperous 

year. 
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Mbat  Xies  Betorc  Wsl 

What  lies  before  us  ?     Who  can  say  ? 

Not  you,  nor  I. 
No  shadow  falls  upon  our  way, 
No  warning  voices,  whispering,  say 

The  end  is  nigh. 
And  yet  there's  but  a  step  between 
This  world  of  ours  and  the  Unseen, 

Whose  borders  lie 
So  near  us,  that  a  sigh,  a  breath, 
Bridges  the  gulf  that  we  call  death. 

We  journey  on  with  smile  and  jest, 

While  it  may  be 
Some  dear  one,  one  we  loved  the  best, 
Has  gone  forth  on  their  last  lone  quest 

Across  the  sea  — 
The  vast  dark  sea,  which  flows  so  near, 
Yet  ne'er  is  heard  by  mortal  ear. 

Then,  vainly  we, 
Weeping,  call  to  them  o'er  this  tide  ; 
No  voice  comes  from  the  "  other  side." 

What  lies  before  us  ?     Who  can  tell  ? 

Not  mortal  man. 
To-day  we  say  that  "  all  is  well,"' 
To-morrow  may  have  rung  the  knell 

Of  some  fond  plan, 
Blighted  our  hopes,  or  cherished  schemes. 
Ah,  me  !  how  many  golden  dreams 

Fate  loves  to  ban  : 
But  hope,  like  spring,  returns  again, 
And  time  heals  wounds  and  deadens  pain. 
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Wisely,  our  Father  does  decree — 

And  God  is  wise — 
That  we,  His  children,  shall  not  see  ; 
And  so  He  veils  futurity 

From  mortal  eyes, 

Knowing,  if  we  should  see  the  road, 

Many  would  sink  beneath  their  load 
Never  to  rise. 

But  though  He  blinds  us  day  by  day, 

God  gives  new  strength,  and  leads  the  way. 


j^uletiDe. 

O  happy,  blessed  season, 

O  time  of  joy  and  mirth, 
When  all  feuds  cease,  and  gentle  peace 

And  goodwill  reign  on  earth. 

Sweet  season  of  re  union, 

When  the  long  absent  come, 
On  winged  feet  again  to  greet 

The  dear  old  folk  at  home. 

When  children  and  their  children  throng 

Around  the  grey-haired  sire  ; 
While  the  holly  gleams  in  the  dancing  beams 

Of  the  ruddy,  glowing  fire. 

O  merry,  joyous  Yuletide, 

We  welcome  thee  again, 
Although  our  gladness  is  tinged  with  sadness, 

Like  a  song  with  a  sad  refrain. 
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For  as  we  twine  the  holly  wreaths, 

And  hang  the  mistletoe, 
Memory  awakes,  and  backward  takes 

Our  thoughts  to  long  ago  ; 

And  as  we  listen  to  the  bells 

And  greetings  kind  and  gay, 
Our  fond  hearts  yearn  for  the  return 

Of  dear  ones  far  away. 

Some  sundered  by  the  great  wide  sea, 

Some  singing  'mid  the  band 
Of  shining  ones,  in  sweetest  tones 

Songs  of  the  Better  Land. 

O  season  of  blest  influence, 

When  from  His  heaven  above, 

The  Christ  imparts  to  coldest  hearts 
The  warmth  of  Christian  love. 

Dear  season  of  rejoicing, 

Sweet  happy  Chrismastide, 
May  the  peace  it  brings  on  angels'  wings 

For  aye  with  us  abide. 
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Mtntev  1bas  Come. 

AN     APPEAL     FOR     THE     POOK. 

Spring  came,  and  clothed  the  land  in  green, 
And  for  a  space  we  crowned  her  Queen. 
Then  Summer  came  with  all  her  bloom 
And  filled  the  land  with  sweet  perfume 
Of  flowers.     Then,  'ere  her  beauty  waned 
She  abdicated,  and  fair  Autumn  reigned  ; 
And,  'neath  her  mild  and  genial  reign, 
Earth  yielded  up  her  golden  grain. 
But,  now,  her  gentle  sway  is  o'er, 
Winter,  stern  Winter,  rules  once  more. 

Winter  has  come,  and  in  his  train 
Are  want  and  misery,  death  and  pain. 
We  hear  his  voice  in  the  tempest's  roar  : 
"  Ha  !   Ha  !  "  he  shrieks,  "  'Ere  my  reign  is  o'er 
There'll  be  sadder  wrecks  than  these  at  sea — 
Wrecks  of  want  and  misery." 
And  the  sea  moans  sadly,  "  God  help  the  poor  ! 
He  will  drive  the  cruel  wolf  to  their  door, 
Then  freeze  the  blood  in  the  childrens'  veins, 
And  laugh  when  they  cry  with  hunger  pains." 

O  sisters  !  dear  sisters  who  live  in  ease, 
Surrounded  by  life's  luxuries — 
As  you  hold  your  nurslings  to  the  breast, 
Think  of  these  mothers  with  care  oppres't — 
Think  of  their  faces  so  pinched  and  white, 
And  try  to  imagine  their  pitiful  plight, 
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When  their  famishing  infants  cry  with  pain, 
And  tug  at  their  empty  breast,  in  vain  ; 
Then,  by  our  motherhood,  I  plead, 
Hear  !  and  answer  the  children's  need. 

O  sister!  and  you,  my  brother,  too — 
What  if  to-night  God  called  for  you  ? 
What  good  have  you  e'er  done,  that  He 
Shall  say,  "  Ye  did  it  unto  Me  "  ? 
And  what,  if  t'were  your  bitter  lot 
To  hear  Him  say — '•  I  know  ye  not  "  ? 
Arise  !  e'er  yet  the  day  is  o'er, 
And  freely  give  from  out  your  store — ■ 
P'or  learn,  the  password  to  the  sky, 
Is  Charity  !   Sweet  Charity  ! 


TLhc  HuMe\>  disaster. 

Toll  for  the  brave  !  A}',  toll 

For  the  brave  souls  that  have  fled, 
Not  in  warfare's  strife, 
But  in  the  battle  of  life, 
Toiling  for  daily  bread. 

Toll  for  the  brave  !  Ay,  toll 
Softly  their  funeral  knell ; 
For  mortal  will  never  know 
All  they  suffered  below, 
Down  in  the  pit's  dark  hell. 
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Far  from  the  light  of  day — 
Beyond  all  human  ken — 
In  their  living  tomb, 
In  the  earth's  dark  womb, 
Death  strove  with  these  gallant  me«. 

Toll  for  the  brave  !  Ay,  toll, 

They  have  fallen  to  rise  no  more. 

Oh,  brave,  brave  host, 

They  died  at  their  post, 
And  their  battle  of  life  is  o'er. 

A  perilous  life  was  their's, 

Yet  daily  they  did  go 

At  duty's  stern  command, 
Bearing  their  lives  in  hand 

To  the  treacherous  depths  below. 

Their  hazardous  tasks  to  ply, 

While  death  in  ambush  lay 
Waiting  the  fateful  hour 
To  rush  forth  and  devour 

The  unsuspecting  prey. 

Toll  for  the  brave  !   Ay,  toll 

For  the  brave  who  will  never  return  ; 
The  troth-plight  to  keep 
With  maidens  who  weep  ; 

And  mourn  for  the  mothers  !  mourn  ! 
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And  weep  for  the  widowed  wives 
And  babes  whose  fathers  are  lost. 

Then,  as  you  hurry  through  the  storm 
To  the  comforting  glow  of  the  fireside  warm, 
Think  what  the  coal  has  cost ! 


Jj?ulettt>e  Bells. 

The  stars  still  shine  in  their  pristine  glory, 
And  the  moon  with  her  silvery  light, 

As  they  shone  when  the  old  world  heard  the  story 
From  the  shepherds  that  wondrous  night; 

When  the  angel  hosts  to  Bethlehem  came, 

And  mankind  heard  the  Saviour's  name. 

The  old  sad  world  loves  the  story  still, 
And  its  great  heart  throbs  and  swells, 

For  it  loves  the  messages  of  goodwill 
Ringing  out  from  the  Yuletide  bells  : 

The  old  sweet  message  the  bells  have  borne 

To  man  on  many  a  Christmas  morn. 

The  bells  of  Yule  with  their  varying  chimes 
Fall  sweet  on  the  world's  tired  ears — 

Worn  with  the  noisy  hum  of  the  times, 
And  the  strife  of  the  hurrying  years  ; 

And  the  welcome  voices  of  "  Peace  and  Goodwill," 

As  years  roll  on,  sound  sweeter  still. 
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The  mariner  hears  the  bells  at  sea, 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  the  wond'ring  wind, 

And  thinks  of  home  where  he  fain  would  be, 
And  the  dear  ones  he  has  left  behind  ; 

And  his  eyes  grow  dim,  his  bosom  swells, 

As  he  catches  the  echo  of  the  Yuletide  bells. 

Wanderers  hear  them  in  other  lands, 
And  wistfully  gaze  across  the  foam, 

And  yearn  for  the  clasp  of  familiar  hands 
And  the  Yuletide  joys  of  dear  home  ; 

For  the  bells  of  Yule  wherever  they  ring 

Sweetest  and  holiest  of  memories  bring. 

O,  bells  of  Yule,  sweet  bells  of  Yule  ! 

Would  ye  could  ring  out  care  and  pain  ; 
Could  ring  out  every  wrongful  rule; 

Could  ring  in  Peace's  gentle  reign  : 
Then  might  we  all  join  hands  and  sing, 
Lo,  Christ  is  born  !    He  is  the  King  ! 


XTo  Butterflies  tit  December. 

Frail  children  of  the  Summer  fair, 

What  do  ye  here, 
In  Winter,  when  the  trees  are  bare, 

And  days  are  drear  ? 

The  fiow'rs  are  dead  in  field  and  bow'r, 

In  wood  and  dell  ; 
Why  come  at  this  untimely  hour 

From  out  your  shell  ? 
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Nay,  do  not  beat  those  fragile  wings 

Against  the  pane  ; 
Do  ye  not  hear,  ye  beauteous  things, 

The  wind  and  rain  ? 

I  cannot,  dare  not,  set  ye  free 

In  such  a  storm  ; 
Stay  here,  in  safety,  with  me, — 

This  room  is  warm. 

And  tell  me  whence  ye  came,  and  why 

In  Winter's  gloom, 
Symbols  of  immortality, 

Fresh  from  your  tomb  ? 

Whose  voice  awoke  ye  from  your  trance 

Invisible  ? 
Was  it  the  great  Creator's  glance 

That  broke  the  spell  ? 

And  do  ye  come  at  His  command 

To  strengthen  faith, 
With  promise  of  a  Summer  land, 

Of  life,  not  death  ? 

We  do  not  die,  we  only  leave 

With  mother  Earth 
The  husk  in  which  Divinity  doth  weave 

Our  second  birth. 

Thus  do  I  read  the  messages  ye  bring 

In  Winter's  gloom, 
Fair  harbingers  of  an  Eternal  Spring, 

Beyond  the  tomb. 
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Ipeace. 

LINES    WRITTEN    ON    THE    TSAR'S    PROPOSED    DISARMAMENT. 

Peace,  universal  peace,  how  fair  the  dream  ! 

If  but  the  Powers  might  entertain  the  scheme. 

What  visions  rise  before  this  thought  sublime, 

The  Angel  Peace  reigning  in  every  clime ; 

The  flag  of  truce  in  every  land  unfurled, 

Waving  its  peaceful  message  to  the  world. 

No  clang  of  arms,  no  warfare  with  its  fell 

Harvest  of  horrors  reaped  from  shot  and  shell  ; 

But  swords  to  ploughshares  turned,  and  hate  to  love, 

The  Eagle  mating  with  the  gentle  dove. 

Man's  highest  aim  the  universal  good, 

Hand  clasping  hand  in  peaceful  brotherhood  ; 

Nation  to  nation  linked  in  friendship's  chain, 

All  hatred,  jealousy,  and  discord  slain  ; 

As  shadows  flee  before  the  dawning  light, 

As  though  the  finger  of  the  Infinite 

Pressed  on   the  world's  great  fevered  pulse,  has  stayed 

Its  restless  beat — its  fever  fires  allayed  ; 

And,  hushed  by  the  soft  voice  of  gentle  Peace, 

Its  wild  delirious  wanderings  cease. 

Soothed  by  the  sweetness  of  her  charming  songs, 

Entranced,  the  world  forgets  its  grief  and  wrongs — 

Forgets  the  wounds  which  ache  and  rankle  still  ; 

And,  clasping  close  the  hand  of  sweet  Goodwill, 

Joins  her  in  singing  the  triumphant  paean 

Which  heralds  in  the  great  millennium  reign. 

•  •  •  •  • 

O,  that  the  Powers  might  entertain  the  scheme, 
That  we  might  realize  the  Tsar's  fair  dream  ! 
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The  fiat  has  gone  forth,  the  die  is  cast, 
And  war,  dread  terror,  is  proclaimed  at  last. 
Peace  stands  apart,  sad-eyed,  her  wistful  gaze 
Bent  upon  Sorrow's  sombre  suffering  face, 
Behind  whose  form  the  King  of  Terrors  stands 
His  gleaming  sickle  ready  in  his  hands  ; 
His  burning  eyes  fixed  on  the  God  of  War 
Who  sits  enthroned  on  his  triumphal  car, 
Round  which  the  patriotic  votaries  throng 
As  the  blood-spattered  chariot  rolls  along. 
The  Powers  look  on,  following  with  watchful  eyes 
The  tactics  of  the  rival  enemies. 
Spain,  with  Defiance  written  on  her  shield, 
Stands  proudly  by  her  guns,  she  will  not  yield  ; 
The  States,  with  flashing  eyes  and  vengeful  mein, 
Remembering  the  "  Maine,"  complete  the  scene. 
The  background  of  the  picture  is  concealed 
By  smoke  and  fire,  the  future  unrevealed. 
Whose  will  the  victory  be  ?     O,  God  of  Might, 
Vanquish  the  Wrong,  give  victory  to  the  Right  ! 
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jfarewell. 

We  have  been  friends  together 

Through  many  changeful  years, 

Have  danced  to  the  same  measures, 

Have  shared  each  other's  pleasures, 
Have  mingled  smiles  and  tears  ; 

And  now  our  trembling  fingers  grasp 

Each  others  in  a  farewell  clasp. 

Fortune,  so  chary  of  her  smiles, 

Smiles  at  last,  dear  friends,  on  you  ; 
And  we  who've  journeyed  side  by  side 
Must  part,  since  our  life  paths  divide — 

Must  bid  a  long  adieu  ! 
With  quivering  lips  and  tearful  eye 
We  falter  o'er  the  last  "  Good-bye  !  " 

You  journey  to  a  brighter  sphere  ; 

We  in  the  old  grove  must  remain, 
Missing  each  familiar  face 
From  out  of  its  accustomed  place, 

And,  yet,  our  loss  will  be  your  gain, 
Though  we  may  (?)  meet  no  more.     Ah  !  well, 
In  God's  dear  Heaven  there's  no  farewell. 
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Ring,  O  bells!  softly,  slowly, 

For  this  midnight  hour  is  holy 

With  a  host  of  memories, 

And  the  thoughts  which  upward  rise, 

Like  the  solemn  voice  of  prayer, 

Which  cleaves  its  passage  through  the  air 

Chill  with  the  mist :  a  cold  and  drear 

Winding  sheet  for  the  old  year. 

Ring,  O  bells  !  sadly,  slowly, 
For  this  midnight  hour  is  wholly 
One  of  solemn  retrospection, 
One  of  earnest  self-inspection. 
Ere  we  enter  on  the  new, 
The  old  year  we  must  review  ; 
What  the  pleasure  it  has  brought  ? 
What  the  lessons  it  has  taught  ? 
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Standing  silent  by  its  bier, 
Thus  we  do  review  the  year  : 
Tears  of  sorrow  for  the  dead, 
Wishes  for  the  newly-wed  ; 
Songs  we  sang  in  idle  mirth, 
Gifts  we  gave  of  little  worth, 
Deeds  we  might,  but  have  not  done, 
Seeds  of  kindness  never  sown  ; 
Cheering  words  we  left  unsaid  — 
Words  that  might  have  comforted  ; 
Castles  that  we  built  too  high, 
Hopes  that  blossomed  but  to  die, 
All  are  grouped  around  the  bier 
Of  the  old  departed  year. 
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jfrienfcs  Hcross  tbc  Sea. 

PRIZE    POEM. 

O  friends  !  O  friends  across  the  sea, 

That  surging  barrier  of  blue, 
Which  parts  so  many  loving  hearts, 

And  fills  so  many  cups  with  rue. 
The  world  is  wide,  the  ocean  deep, 

But  thought  is  like  the  wild  wind,  free, 
And  wings  its  flight  by  day  and  night 

To  you,  O  friends  across  the  sea  ! 

O  friends  !  dear  friends  across  the  sea, 

Sojourners  in  far  distant  lands, 
Our  fond  hearts  yearn  unceasingly 

To  see  your  faces,  clasp  your  hands  ; 
Dear  faces  last  seen  through  our  tears, 

Dear  hands  we  wrung  in  parting  pain, 
The  weary  months  have  run  to  years, 

And  still  we  watch  and  wait  in  vain. 

O  friends  !  O  friends  across  the  sea, 

Whom  duty  still  compels  to  roam, 
Though  hearts  are  hungering  maybe 

For  the  wife  and  the  bairns  at  home ; 
We  cannot  cross  the  deep  to  you, 

But  for  your  welfare  we  can  pray, 
While  fancy  fondly  paints  the  joy 

Of  your  return  some  future  day. 
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O  friends  !  loved  friends  across  the  sea, 

Settlers  in  far-off  colonies, 
Our  sad  hearts  ache  despairingly, 

As  hope  within  us  slowly  dies — 
The  hope  of  a  re-union  here 

Slowly  and  surely  fades  away, 
For  some,  grown  old,  will  ne'er  return, 

And  some  content,  will  never  stray. 

O  friends  !   lost  friends  across  the  sea — 

That  wide,  wide  waste  of  rolling  waves — 
Friends  laid  by  stranger  hands  to  rest 

On  alien  soil,  in  unwept  graves  ; 
The  tempest  of  our  grief  is  spent, 

The  fountains  of  our  tears  are  dry, 
But,  still,  O  friends,  you're  cherished  yet, 

Embalmed  in  fondest  memory  ! 

O  friends  !   O  friends  across  the  sea, 

Friends  whom  we  hope  to  meet  once  more, 
And  friends  whom  Fate  or  Heaven  decrees 

Shall  ne'er  re-visit  this  dear  shore — 
There  is  a  land  where  we  may  meet, 

A  haven  where  we  long  to  be, 
Our  Father's  home,  where  none  shall  weep 

And  watch  for  "  Friends  across  the  sea." 
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(Bfve ! 

Give  of  thy  gold  what  thou  canst  justly  spare: 

The  precious  gold 

Thy  fingers  love  to  hold 
Can  feed  the  hungry,  lift  the  load  of  care 

From  hearts  opprest ; 

Give,  and  thou  shalt  be  blest. 

Give  little,  if  thou  hast  not  much  to  give  ; 

The  smallest  mite 

Is  pleasing  in  His  sight ; 
Without  whose  will  nor  rich  nor  poor  can  live  ; 

Give  then  thy  dole, 

And  God  shall  bless  thy  soul. 

Give  now,  while  life  and  opportunity  are  thine. 

Why  dost  thou  wait  ? 

Surely  the  present  need  is  great 
Enough  for  thee.     What  says  the  Voice  Divine  ? 

Give  !     It  shall  avail 

Thy  soul  beyond  the  veil. 

Give  cheerfully,  for  in  the  sight  of  heaven 

No  virtue  lies 

In  those  grudged  charities 
That  are  ungraciously  and  coldly  given  ; 

A  little  sympathy 

Sweetens  the  bread  of  charity. 

Give  then,  for  Jesu's  sake,  who  gave  His  life  for  thee  ; 

He  will  repay 

The  debt  with  interest  one  day. 
When  heavens  dissolve  and  earth's  foundations  flee, 

Who  gives  the  poor, 

The  Lord  shall  bless  for  evermore  ! 
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Cbrxstmas    )£ve. 

What  multifarious  threads  we  weave 

In  the  web  of  Thought  on  Christmas  Eve. 

What  bright-hued  fancies  intertwine 

With  sober  memories  of  "  Lang  Syne." 

O'er  all  the  earth,  both  on  land  and  sea, 

There  falls  a  hush  of  expectancy  ; 

Almost  we  look  for  the  shining  wings 

Of  the  Angel  host  that  yearly  brings 

Tidings  of  joy  to  the  listening  earth — 

Glad  tidings  of  the  Redeemer's  birth. 

The  bustling  world  for  a  space  is  still, 

As  it  lists  to  the  message  of  goodwill ; 

And  hearts  grow  softer,  as  hearts  should  grow, 

And  melt  with  pity,  as  melts  the  snow, 

For  Christmas  Eve  is  the  good  time  when 

The  leaven  of  goodwill  levels  all  men  : 

For  the  hosts  angelic  with  mankind  leave 

Peace  and  goodwill  on  Christmas  Eve. 

The  young  rejoice,  as  they  gaily  weave 

Garlands  of  holly  on  Christmas  Eve  ; 

And  many  a  dart  from  Cupid's  bow 

Is  aimed  from  under  the  mistletoe  ; 

And  bright  eyes  sparkle  with  joy  and  pleasure, 

While  red  lips  trill  the  Yuletide  measure, 

And  light  feet  trip  to  the  rhythmic  flow 

Of  music  we  danced  to  years  ago. 

And  who  would  grudge  them  ?      Not  I,  forsooth, 

For  all  too  soon  fly  the  days  of  youth  : 
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And  all  too  soon  come  the  years  that  leave 
The  bitter-sweets  of  our  Christmas  Eve. 
But  the  young  who  have  their  dreams  to  dream, 
Who  have  yet  to  build  and  plan  and  scheme, 
Who  have  ail  to  win,  and  naught  to  grieve, 
There's  no  such  a  time  as  Christmas  Eve. 

In  the  children's  realm  there's  joy  because 
That  wonderful  being,  old  Santa  Claus, 
In  his  reindeer  sleigh  is  on  his  tour, 
Visiting  the  homes  of  the  rich  and  the  poor ; 
And  rows  of  stockings,  of  every  size, 
Are  hung  where  they  will  meet  his  eyes  : 
For  Santa  comes  laden  with  beautiful  toys 
For  all  the  good  little  girls  and  beys. 
O,  the  careful  hanging  of  these,  lest  he 
Should  fail  one  little  stocking  to  see. 
What  anxious  fears  in  each  tiny  breast  ; 
What  longings  for  this  or  that  confessed 
To  mother  or  nurse,  when  prayers  are  said, 
And  stockings  are  duly  hung  by  the  bed. 
What  joy  of  anticipation  is  their's 
As  dream-fairies  bear  them  unawares 
To  Slumberland,  while  the  reindeer  sleigh 
Deposits  its  gifts  and  drives  away. 

In  the  world  of  sorrow  sad  hearts  will  grieve 
O'er  absent  friends  this  Christmas  Eve  ; 
Husbands  and  wives  who  mourn  their  dead  ; 
Mothers  who  weep  by  some  empty  bed, 
Where  Santa  Claus  was  wont  to  lay 
His  offerings  on  many  a  by-gone  day  ; 
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Empty  cradles,  too,  sadly  attest 

How  the  Spoiler  has  rifled  the  nest 

Of  the  infant  cherub,  who  was  the  pride 

Of  the  mother  who  weeps  by  the  cradle  side. 

Fathers,  too,  sigh  o'er  the  broken  toys 

Of  the  lost  darlings  who  formed  their  joys — 

Child  angels  who  dwell  in  a  fairer  clime, 

Where  it  is  always  glad  Christmas-time. 

May  all  sad  hearts  from  heaven  receive 

Its  blessing  of  peace  this  Christmas  Eve  ; 

And  the  Christmas  Bells,  as  they  peal  once  more, 

Ring  Peace  and  Goodwill  the  wide  world  o'er. 


5f  Me  1bafc  IRnown. 

If  we  had  known  how  soon  death's  hand  would  sever 
The  silver  cord,  we  had  not  left  unsaid 

The  loving  words  that  we  can  never,  never 
Say  now  unto  the  dead. 


If  we  had  known  in  that  sad  hour  of  parting 
Our  lips  and  hands  would  never  meet  again, 

Our  farewell  words  to  the  dear  one  departing 
Had  been  in  tenderer  strain. 

If  we  had  known  how  fast  they  were  approaching 
The  "  silent  gate  "  which  each  must  pass  alone, 

We  should  not  now,  with  bitter  self-reproaching, 
Say,  "  Would  that  we  had  known." 
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If  we  had  read  aright  the  wistful  pleading 

In  the  dear  eyes  which  often  sought  our  own, 

And  understood  what  the  sad  soul  was  needing, 
What  kindness  we  had  shown. 

The  faltering  steps  we  would  have  gladly  guided — 
How  could  we  let  them  stumble  on  alone  ? — 

And,  oh  !   how  tenderly  their  weakness  chided, 
If  we  had  only  known. 

But  since  regrets  are  useless,  let  us  learn 
The  lesson  sorrow  teaches  us  to-day, 

That  for  the  dead  there  can  be  no  return, 
So  help  and  bless  the  living  while  we  may. 


(Bran&ma's  ©ol&en  MefcMno. 

'Tis  the  old  folks  golden  wedding  day. 
Fancy  !   fifty  years  ago  to-day 
Since  grandmamma,  a  blushing  bride, 
Went  forth  to  stand  at  grandpa's  side 
To  vow  through  all  her  future  life 
To  be  his  faithful  loving  wife. 
Then,  in  all  their  youthful  pride, 
They  stood  together  side  by  side  : 
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She  so  smart  in  her  bridal  array, 

He  with  his  curly  locks  so  gay  ; 

She  with  brown  eyes  tearful  and  shy, 

He  with  a  twinkle  in  his  blue  eye  ; 

She  with  her  modest  gaze  bent  down, 

Her  young  heart  throbbing  beneath  her  gown, 

As  he  took  in  his  her  trembling  hand, 

And  slipped  on  her  finger  the  golden  band  — 

The  little  ring,  now  so  thin  and  worn, 

Which  made  her  his  that  bridal  morn. 

Now,  on  their  golden  wedding  day, 

With  their  once  bright  locks  silver  and  grey, 

They  sit  in  the  shadow  of  eventide 

Recalling  life's  fair  morning-tide  ; 

With  all  the  sorrow  that  has  been  their's  — 

All  their  trials,  joys,  troubles,  and  cares, 

All  the  rough  paths  their  feet  have  trod, 

The  children  lying  beneath  the  sod  ; 

All  the  hopes  and  the  anxious  fears 

Their  hearts  have  known  in  fifty  years, 

While  sailing  life's  stormy  sea  together, 

Experiencing  all  sorts  of  weather  ; 

Now,  in  the  calm  of  life's  eventide, 

They  are  drifting  slowly  side  by  side 

Down  stream,  towards  where  shadows  hide 

The  Land  of  Rest,  on  the  "  other  side." 

May  they  who  have  shared  this  life  so  long 

Share  the  joys  that  to  that  land  belong  ! 
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Ibarvest  ibome. 

Round  the  festive  board  in  the  Parish  Room, — 
So  tastefully  decked  with  the  corn,  and  wheat, 

And  flowers,  and  fruit,  for  our  Harvest  Home, 
Parents  and  children  and  pastor  now  meet. 

For  harvest  is  passed,  and  summer  ended, 
We  have  gathered  the  fruit,  and  garnered  the 

And  now  that  toil  is  awhile  suspended  [grain, 

There's  time  for  social  enjoyment  again. 

Spring  saw  the  tilling,  ploughing,  and  sowing, 
Heard  Cuckoo  calling,  saw  budding  of  leaves  ; 

And  summer's  warm  breath  ripened  the  growing 
Grain,  which  fair  autumn  bound  into  sheaves. 

Nov/  the  roses  are  faded,  the  green  leaves  are  sere, 
The  cuckoo  is  silent,  the  swallows  ta'en  wing  ; 

But  the  fruit  of  man's  toil  is  visible  here, 
In  the  harvest  reaped  from  labour  in  spring. 

O  children  of  men  !  it  needs  not  the  preacher 
To  point  out  the  lesson  harvest  conveys, 

For  Nature  herself  is  an  eloquent  teacher 
Propounding  great  truths  in  simplest  ways. 

Men  reap  as  they  sow.     Who  planteth  good  seed 
Reaps  a  rich  harvest  ;    he  who  sows  ill, 

Or  lets  his  fair  pasture  run  into  weed, 
Cannot  expect  to  bring  grist  to  the  mill. 

When  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest  cometh  to  reap 
The  seeds  lying  dormant  in  the  dark  tomb, 

May  all  who  are  here  awake  from  that  sleep 
To  join  in  singing  Heaven's  Harvest  Home  ! 
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Snowflafces. 

Softly  fall  the  snowflakos  light 
Robing  earth  in  bridal  white  : 
O'er  her  bosom  bare  and  brown, 
Folding  coverings  of  down  ; 
Spreading  slowly,  without  sound 
Carpets  o'er  the  frozen  ground  ; 
Hiding  Winter's  nakedness 
'Neath  a  garb  of  loveliness. 

Softly,  softly,  still  they  fall 

In  the  garden,  on  the  wall ; 

In  the  churchyard  drifting  deep 

O'er  the  graves  where  loved  ones  sleep  ; 

In  the  city  right  among 

The  noisy,  busy,  hurrying  throng  ; 

In  the  hamlet,  and  the  town 

The  little  flakes  are  fluttering  down. 

Faster,  faster,  now  they  come, 
Wee  white  messengers  of  doom 
To  the  stately  ships  that  ride 
Out  upon  the  ocean  wide  ; 
Heralds  of  destruction  they, 
Obscuring  the  seamen's  way  .; 
Harbingers  of  coming  ill, 
To  sheep  and  shepherd  on  the  hill. 
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Children  !  hasten  with  the  bread, 
The  birds  are  waiting  to  be  fed, 
Pretty,  trustful  little  things, 
They  flutter  down  on  eager  wings, 
Chirping,  as  they  hop  about, 
Searching  for  the  crumbs  thrown  out. 
How  brightly  robin's  bosom  glows 
Against  the  white  of  drifted  snows. 

•  •  •  •  • 

Birdies,  now  the  feast  is  o'er 
Hasten  to  your  nests  once  more, 
Or  the  little  snowflakes  white 
Will  hide  your  little  homes  from  sight. 


TUn&er  tbe  IRoses. 

Under  the  roses  baby  lies, — 

The  budding  roses  sweet  and  fair — 

Plucking  pansies  that  match  her  eyes 

While  the  sunshine  glints  on  her  golden  hair. 

And,  "Which  is  the  fairest?  "  asks  Hope  of  me, 

"  The  budding  babe,  or  the  budding  tree  ?  " 

Under  the  roses  a  maiden  stands, — 

The  blooming  roses  fair  to  see, — 
But  the  blossoms  she  holds  in  her  dainty  hands, 

Are  not  more  beautiful  than  she, 
Ah,  "  Which  is  the  sweetest  ?  "  asks  Love  of  me, 
"  The  blushing  maid,  or  the  blooming  tree  ?  " 


ISO  A    FAREWELL. 


Under  the  roses  a  still  form  sleeps, 

Under  the  roses  faded  and  brown, 
Under  the  withering  tree  that  keeps 

Watch,  while  its  sere  leaves  are  flutt'ring  down  ; 
And,  "  Which  is  the  saddest  ?  :'  asks  Nature  of  me, 
"  The  withered  life,  or  the  withered  tree?  " 

"  Under  the  roses,"  Faith  whispers  slowly, 

"  Under  the  roses  that  never  fade, 
In  the  light  that  shines  from  the  '  Holy 

Of  Holies,'   I  see  the  glorified  maid  ; 
Fair  was  the  mortal,  but  fairer  is  she 
In  the  beauty  of  Immortality." 


H  jfarewell. 

It  may  be  we  shall  never  meet  again, 

The  parting  kisses  which  I  leave  to-night 

Upon  your  cheek  and  brow  will  there  remain, 
Till  we  clasp  hands  again  in  God's  own  sight. 

And  so  I  do  not  grieve  to  say  "  farewell," 
Because  I  know  that  I  shall  recognise 

The  dear  old  face  that  I  have  loved  so  well, 
When  we  two  meet  again  in  Paradise. 

I  have  no  fear  but  I  shall  find  you  there, 
No  doubt  of  the  existence  of  that  Land  ; 

And  I  shall  know  you  by  your  silver  hair, 

Your  eyes,  your  smile,  your  tender  clinging  hand. 

So  "  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again," 
And,  since  the  All  Wise  has  ordained  it  so, 

I  will  not  with  regret  make  parting  pain, 

But  kiss  you  dear  old  friend— and  let  you  go. 
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Spring  Sunsbine. 

How  it  cheers  !    how  it  warms  ! 

After  Winter's  chilling  storms  ; 

How  it  sets  the  joy  bells  ringing 

In  our  hearts,  to  hear  the  singing 

Of  the  birds,  whose  songs  of  gladness 

Chase  away  our  gloom  and  sadness. 

How  our  morbid  fears  and  fancies 

Vanish  'fore  its  sunny  glances, 

While  our  hearts  and  hopes  grow  brighter, 

And  our  burdens  light  and  lighter. 

How  it  sets  one's  eyes  aglowing 
Just  to  see  the  dear  flowers  growing, 
All  the  varied  tender  blooms 
Rising  from  their  various  tombs 
After  their  long  night  of  sleeping  ; 
Oh  !  how  sweet  to  see  them  peeping 
Shyly  from  the  cold  dark  sod, 
Little  messengers  of  God. 
Lent  lilies,  in  their  golden  glory 
Tell  anew  the  old  sweet  story 
Of  the  resurrection  morning — ■ 
Death  is  only  Life's  fair  dawning. 

How  it  sets  the  soul  athriving — ■ 
Souls,  like  flowrets,  need  reviving  — 
As  it  floods  each  dark  recess, 
Cobwebbed  o'er  with  selfishness, 
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With  its  warmth  revivifying 
Spirit  growths,  nigh  dead  or  dying, 
As  into  the  heart  it  steals. 
How  it  blesses,  how  it  heals, 
Cheering,  solacing  the  living 
With  its  golden  beams  life  giving  ; 
Comforting  the  sick  and  dying 
In  their  dreary  chambers  lying  : 
Whispering  of  a  fairer  shore 
Where  suns  shall  rise  to  set  no  more. 


XTo  mv>  flfootber,  on  ber  (Boloen  Meooino 

Beloved  !  how  shall  my  sad  heart  bridge  o'er 
The  gulf  which  yawns  'twixt  you  and  I  to-day  ? 

How  reach  you  on  the  great  Pacific  shore, 
To  greet  you  on  your  golden  wedding  day  ? 

How  shall  I  cross  the  rolling  wastes  of  sea, 
And  the  great  continents  which  now  divide, 

On  this,  the  fiftieth  anniversary 

Of  that  fair  day  which  made  you  father's  bride  ? 

Only  on  Fancy's  pinions  I  may  wing 

My  flight  across  the  ocean  vast  and  deep  ; 

Only  in  saddened  measures  can  I  sing 

A  song  destined  to  make  your  old  eyes  weep. 
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On  such  a  day  as  this  whole  families  meet, 
And  the  old  folk  look  on  with  gladdened  eye, 

Pleased  with  the  music  of  the  pattering  feet, 
Which  doth  recall  their  children's  infancy. 

But  there  is  no  such  music  for  your  ears, 

Your  children's  children  are  to  you  unknown  ; 

Your  children's  faces,  like  the  vanished  years, 
Only  a  memory  as  you  sit  alone  : 

For  one  by  one  they  drifted  from  your  side, 
And  now  by  circumstances,  or  by  fate, 

Ye  twain  are  left  alone  at  eventide, 

Two  loving  hearts,  both  sad  and  desolate. 

O,  that  my  children  might  have  known  you  here  ! 

Have  felt  the  tenderness  of  your  embrace  ; 
God  knows,  I  have  shed  many  a  bitter  tear 

Because  you  have  not  seen  one  little  face. 

O,  to  have  seen  them  nestling  to  your  breast  ! 

O,  to  have  seen  them  clinging  to  your  knee  ! 
Had  you  but  kissed  them  then  they  had  been  blest, 

But  there's  been  no  such  joy  for  them,  or  me. 

O  mother  mine  !  thou  hast  been  sorely  tried — 
Borne  many  a  cross,  and  many  a  sad  reverse 

Since  thou  didst  stand  an  earnest  blushing  bride, 
To  pledge  thyself  "  for  better  or  for  worse." 

Thy  faithful  love  has  been  my  father's  stay 
Through  the  vicissitudes  of  a  long  life  ; 

Thy  feet  have  never  faltered  on  the  way, 

However  rough  :     Brave  mother  !   noble  wife  ! 
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Then,  surely  in  the  long  eternal  years, 

Knowing  the  griefs  and  sorrows  thou  hast  known, 
God  will  permit  thee,  in  the  heav'nly  spheres, 

The  joy  of  a  reunion  with  thine  own. 

Heaven  bless  and  keep  you  till  we  meet  "  Beyond  ;  " 
Heaven  give  you  freedom  from  all  pain  and  care  ; 

And  when  at  last  death  snaps  the  golden  bond, 
May  angel  hands  cement  it  "  over  there." 


Uhvcc  Ifoomes. 

A  dear  little  home  by  the  murmuring  sea, 

Where  all  my  fondest  hopes  cling  lovingly  ; 

A  little  spot  away  from  all  the  strife 

And  din  which  constitute  a  city  life. 

My  barque  has  found  an  anchorage  at  last, 

And  now  methinks  life's  storms  are  o'er  and  past. 

O  little  home  !  besides  my  much  loved  sea, 

Long,  long,  may  I  be  spared  to  dwell  in  thee  ! 

Home,  dear  home,  in  the  golden  West, 
How  often  I  banish  thy  memory,  lest 
Thoughts  of  thy  loved  ones  too  oft  should  come 
To  mar  the  peace  of  my  sea-girt  home. 
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For  when  I  remember  the  sorrowful  time 
When  the  great  ship  sailed  to  the  far-off  clime, 
I  can  see  my  dear  mother's  face  arise 
With  the  anguished  look  in  her  fond  old  eyes. 
0  dear,  dear  home,  on  a  distant  shore, 
Shall  I  ever  behold  thy  loved  ones  more  ? 

Beautiful  home  of  Eternal  rest, 
Home  everlasting  for  all  of  the  blest, 
How  often  I  wish  that  my  weary  feet 
Were  ready  to  pace  thy  golden  street. 
Home,  where  no  parting  or  sorrow  will  be, 
Beautiful  land  where  there's  "  no  more  sea," 
No  wrecks  cast  up  by  the  turbulent  wave  ! 
No  shadow  of  death,  no  fear  of  the  grave. 
O  God  !   when  on  earth  I  cease  to  be, 
May  I  dwell  in  Thy  home  for  Eternity. 

•  ••••■ 

Home,  dear  home,  with  a  true  heart  blest  ; 
Home,  dear  home,  in  the  golden  West  ; 
Bright,  bright  home  of  Eternal  rest ; 
Say,  which  of  the  three  should  I  love  best  ? 


^r     w 
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QUESTION. 

Shall  the  sword  rust  in  its  scabbard, 
And  the  cursed  assassin  reign, 

While  the  sod  of  the  purple  east  grows  red 
With  an  ever  deepening  stain  ? 

The  life-blood  of  the  martyred  hosts, 
By  fiends  incarnate  slain. 

Shall  our  noble  ships  be  idle, 
While  the  loud  indignant  cry 

For  vengeance  rings  throughout  the  land, 
From  outraged  humanity, — 

The  voice  of  Christian  England, — 
And  stiil  the  martyrs  die  ? 

Has  the  arm  of  the  Lord  been  shortened, 

And  the  Almighty  ear 
Grown  deaf,  that  he  takes  no  notice  ? 

For  God  does  not  seem  to  hear 
The  cry  of  His  tortured  children — 

"  How  long  shall  we  suffer  here  ?  " 

Has  the  great  heart  of  Old  England 

Grown  cowardly,  or  cold  ? 
And  have  we,  a  Christian  nation, 

Grown  selfish,  or  less  bold, 
That  we  do  not  fling  the  gauntlet  down 

As  we  would  in  days  of  old  ? 
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ANSWER. 

The  Ship  of  State  is  lying  near  a  perilous  sea, 
And  has  no  easy  course  to  steer  ;  but  landsmen  see 
Only  the  smooth,  bright  waters  of  the  bay, 
And  in  their  ignorance  presume  to  say 
The  way  is  clear  ;   but  little  do  they  know 
How  near  the  dangerous  under-currents  flow. 
They  see  no  further  than  the  present  hour ; 
Know  naught  of  adverse  winds,  and  clouds  which 

lower  ; 
But  well  the  gallant  captain  in  command 
Knows  it  requires  wise  head,  strong  nerve  and  hand 
To  steer  the  vessel,  for  his  practised  eye 
Reads  coming  trouble  in  the  lowering  sky. 
He  holds  the  chart  which  shows  the  rocks  around, 
And    knows    that    treacherous    shoals  and    banks 

abound, 
And  wisely  waiteth  for  a  favouring  gale 
Ere  he  weighs  anchor  and  unfurls  his  sail, 
Deeming  it  far  the  wiser  policy 
To  lose  a  tide  than  lose  his  ship  at  sea. 
Rash  haste — too  oft  the  father  of  delay — 
Heeds  not  the  obstacles  that  bar  the  way, 
Till  some  fell  chance  occurs,  and  then — too  late — • 
Wishes  he  had  been  less  precipitate. 
Let  us  not  rashly,  in  our  over-zeal. 
Imperil  England  and  her  children's  weal  ; 
Dear  England  !   who  is  yet  so  brave  and  true, 
Whose  gallant  sons  still  yearn  to  dare  and  do. 
But  many  blame  her,  for  they  cannot  see 
The  internal  workings  of  her  policy. 
And  this  I  somehow  feel — a  higher  Power 
Keeps  her  subservient  in  this  trying  hour  ; 
For  God  has  seen  and  heard,  and  His  Divine 
Voice  crieth  :    /'  Stand   thou   still  !     Vengeance  is 

Aline." 
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Winter's  Coming. 

He  is  coming,  he  is  coming, 

I  hear  the  snowflakes  say  ; 
We  are  heralds  of  the  Frost  King, 

Who  is  coming  soon  this  way. 
All  your  summer  flowers  are  faded, 

You  have  garnered  in  your  grain  ; 
Autumn's  reign  will  soon  he  over, 

Then  our  king  will  come  to  reign. 

It  is  coming,  it  is  coming, 

The  mother  birdie  sings  ; 
As  she  spreads  above  her  nestling 

Her  warm  and  downy  wings  ; 
It  is  coming,  winter's  coming, 

And  we'll  perish.      But  her  mate 
Answers.  "  God,  the  good  God's  o'er  us, 

Trust  Him,  little  wife,  and  wait." 

Winter's  coming,  winter's  coming, 

Cry  the  children  of  the  poor, 
Shivering  in  their  scanty  dresses, 

While  the  wolf  howls  at  the  door.  . 
He  is  coming,  sigh  the  mothers, 

With  their  faces  pinched  and  blue, 
He  is  coming,  O  God,  help  us, 

Help  us  the  dark  winter  through. 

I  am  coming,  I  am  coming, 

I  can  hear  his  voice  afar, 
In  the  region  of  the  North  Pole, 

Like  a  challenge  to  the  war. 
Sisters,  brothers,  we  can  face  him, 

And  his  stormy  blast  endure, 
If  we  keep  love's  watch-fire  burning, 

And  the  rich  will  help  the  poor. 
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Sadly,  and  half  reluctantly,  we  turn 

The  last  leaf  of  the  volume  o'er  to-night, 

Soiled  and  worn  are  the  pages  which 
A  year  ago  were  so  clean  and  white. 

Crisp  and  fresh  from  the  printers'  hand, 
Into  our  care  this  book  was  given, 

A  loan  from  the  Librarian,  Time, 
Lent  from  the  library  of  Heaven. 

Now  'tis  blotted  with  fallen  tears, 

Crumpled  and  soiled  with  many  a  stain, 

And  to-night  the  Master  biddeth  us 
Return  the  volume  to  Him  again. 

Ah  !  me,  what  will  he  to  us  say  i 
And  what  excuses  shall  be  ours, 

When  we  deliver  up  this  book — 

This  year's  book  of  days  and  hours  ? 

I  know  not,  but  I  think  that  He, 
The  Infinite,  will  understand, 

And,  like  a  pitying  father,  take 

The  battered  volume  from  our  hand  : 

Knowing  that  in  our  thoughtlessness, 
Like  little  children,  we  have  lain 

Our  heedless  fingers  on  the  book, 

Thus  causing  many  a  needless  stain. 


igO  ST.    VALENTINE. 


And  His  compassionate  eyes  will  dwell 
Upon  the  mark  of  fallen  tears, 

And,  like  a  tender  parent,  He'll 

Forgive  us,  when  he  sees  our  fears ; 

And  from  us  the  old  volume  take, 

Without  a  question  or  rebuke, 
Bidding  His  great  Librarian  lend 


To  us  another  new  clean  book. 


St.  Dalenttne. 

O  Valentine  !     Saint  Valentine  ! 
The  lamp  burns  dimly  in  thy  shrine  ; 
And,  year  by  year,  must  we  confess, 
Thy  votaries  are  growing  less  ? 

Has  Cupid  found  more  potent  arts  ? 
Or  modern  men  got  harder  hearts  ? 
Or  the  "'  new  woman  "  put  to  rout 
The  sentiment  that's  dying  out  ? 

Or  does  thy  waning  light  presage 
The  dawn  of  a  prosaic  age  ? 
Or  do  the  hurrying  crowds  decline, 
To  seek  thy  favours,  Valentine  ? 

Ah  me  !   but  in  the  race  for  gold 
Minds  get  warped  and  hearts  grow  cold  ; 
And  fair  maids  wait,  with  eyes  ashine, 
In  vain  for  somebody's  Valentine. 

"  'Tis  a  foolish  custom,"  most  folks  say, 
But  many  will  recall  to-day 
With  a  little  thrill,  a  smile,  or  sigh, 
Their  Valentines  of  days  gone  by. 


SORROW,    ETC.  igi 


Sorrow. 

IN    MEMORIAM,    LORD    FREDERICK    CAVENDISH, 
ASSASSINATED    MAY    6TH,    1882. 

O  day  of  sorrow,  day  of  gloom  ! 

O  day  of  memories  most  dire  ! 
Time  hath  not  dulled  our  sense  of  pain, 

Nor  have  the  slow  revolving  years 

Dried  up  the  fountain  of  our  tears  ; 
They  gush  forth  in  fresh  streams  again, 
When  we  recall  his  cruel  doom. 
Dear  honoured  House  of  Devonshire, 
Tho'  years  have  passed  since  he  was  slain, 

Our  hearts  to-day  are  one  with  thee 

In  sorrow  and  in  sympathy, 
For  all  thy  bitter  grief  and  pain  ; 

For  Barrow  knew  and  loved  him  dear, 

And  shall  for  aye  his  name  revere. 


3oy. 

ON    THE    BIRTH    OF    A    SON    AND    HEIR 
TO    VICTOR    CAVENDISH,    ESQ.,    BORN    MAY    7TH,     1895. 

Sorrow  and  joy  go  hand  in  hand, 

And  it  will  be  for  ever  so. 
For  life  is  like  an  April  day  : 

Yesterday  our  eyes  were  dim 

With  tears  of  sorrow  shed  for  him  ! 
Now  smiles  are  chasing  tears  away, 

For  joy  has  banished  woe. 
Our  hope  fulfilled,  we  bless  the  dawn, 

The  dawn  of  this  most  blessed  day, 
Whose  happy  eventide  gave  birth 

To  thee,  beloved  son  and  heir, 

And  gave  unto  thy  parents  dear 
The  sweetest  of  the  joys  of  earth. 

God's  benison  on  their  first-born  ! 
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Cbrisfmastibe. 

"Hark!    the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King." 

The  herald  angels  sing  anew 

The  sweet  familiar  strain 
The  wondering  shepherds  first  did  hear 

At  night  on  Bethlehem's  plain. 
As  sweetly  now  to  us  they  sing, 

"  Peace  and  goodwill  to  men  we  bring." 

The  Christmas  bells  ring  out  again 

A  merry  joyous  peal  ; 
And  as  we  listen  to  their  chime 

The  hardest  hearted  feel 
The  holy  influence  of  the  hour — 
The  Christ-child's  wond'rous  softening  power. 

And  for  a  space  the  hearts  of  all 

Beat  kindlier  and  truer; 
We  feel  more  pitiful  towards 

The  erring,  weak,  and  poor. 
Mankind  grows  tender  and  humane 
When  Christ,  the  Infant  King,  doth  reign. 

Old  Father  Christmas  re-appears 

With  happy,  genial  smile; 
And  while  the  children  dance  about, 

Just  for  a  little  while 
We  elders  lay  aside  our  cares 
And  laugh  with  hearts  as  light  as  theirs. 
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We  waft  our  prayers  and  wishes  to 
Our  countrymen,  where'er  they  be, 

Our  soldiers  under  burning  skies, 
Our  sailors  scattered  o'er  the  sea, — 

For  heart  meets  heart  at  Chnstmastide, 

Though  leagues  of  land  and  sea  divide. 

But  the  sorrows  of  the  suffering  poor, 
The  burden  of  the  people's  wrongs, 

Oppress  our  hearts  this  Christmastide, 
Shadowing  joy,  and  saddening  songs. 

O,  Prince  of  Peace  !  with  us  abide, 

And  bless  for  each  their  Christmastide. 


Sir  Cbarles  M.  £a\?3er,  /ll>.p. 

Of  all  the  honours  which  our  Gracious  Queen 
Has  deemed  it  her  good  pleasure  to  confer, 

In  honour  of  her  Diamond  Jubilee, 
Upon  the  worthiest  of  the  worthy  ones, 
No  favour  she's  bestowed  upon  her  sons 
Has  given  to  friends  a  greater  joy,  I  ween, 
Than  that  thy  constituents  feel,  good  sir, 

At  the  bestowal  of  knighthood  on  thee. 


Long  live  Sir  Charles  !     Long  live  his  lady  too  ! 

The  honours  of  her  genial  lord  to  share  ; 
And  long  may  Barrow  to  her  knight  be  true, 

And  ever  loyally  elect  to  wear 
His  chosen  colours— red,  and  blue,  and  white. 
Lonjr  live    Sir  Charles  !      Long    live   our  worthy 


■& 


knight. 
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©nc  of  tbe  "Sis  Ibunoreo." 

SAMUEL    J.    MURDOCK. 

Beneath  the  Union  Jack — 
The  faithful  soldier's  pall — 

The  good  old  patriot  lies, 

He  has  heard  the  last  roll  call. 

And  shall  he  go  unsung, 

Who  was  one  of  that  brave  band, 
Whose  heroic  charge  still  lives 

In  the  memory  of  our  land  ? 

He  who  shared  the  peril  of 
That  sadly  glorious  day, 

And  with  Balaclava's  heroes  rode, 
Forth  to  that  deadly  fray. 

It  is  to  brave  hearts  like  theirs, 
Old  England  owns  her  glory ; 

Shall  his  name  forgotten  be 
Who  figured  in  that  story  ? 

Nay  !   'twould  be  ingratitude  ; 

Let  a  fitting  tribute  rise, 
That  our  children  may  know  where 

One  of  the  "  Six  Hundred  "  lies. 


DEUS    VOBISCUM.  I95 


Dcus  Dobiscum. 

What,  oh  what,  will  the  New  Year  bring  ? 
My  muse  was  silent— I  could  not  sing; 
For  my  thoughts  had  all  gone  out  to  thee, 
And  my  soul  was  sad  from  sympathy. 

I  thought  of  thy  vigil  so  lone  and  long, 
And  my  lips  could  frame  no  words  of  song 
To  greet  the  birth  of  the  new-born  year, 
For  my  heart  was  full  of  a  nameless  fear. 

Poor  stricken  heart !  The  New  Year's  bells 
To  thee  were  ringing  funeral  knells  ; 
Soon,  all  too  soon,  thy  watch  was  o'er, 
And  his  feet  had  passed  to  the  "  silent  shore." 

"  Life's  fitful  fever  "  is  over  now, 
The  seal  of  Peace  on  thy  dear  one's  brow  ; 
For  him  has  come  the  dawning  clear 
Of  an  eternal  glad  New  Year. 

Dear  heart  !     I  know  thy  load  of  care 
And  grief  must  seem  too  hard  to  bear, 
And  on  this  tide  of  sorrow  tossed 
Hope's  beacon  light  is  well-nigh  lost. 

But  He  who  gave  to  thee  this  cross 
Can  give  you  strength  to  bear  the  loss ; 
May  He  thy  fainting  soul  sustain 
Till  in  His  haven  you  meet  again  ! 


ig6       "  THE    NORTH-WESTERN    DAILY    MAIL,"    ETC. 


XLhc  IRortb^Mestern  IDails  /Ifcail." 

Here's  luck  to  the  "  North-Western  Mail, 
Which,  with  mingled  hope  and  fear, 
We  launch  with  the  new-born  year. 

May  it  weather  every  gale, 

And  with  flying  colours  sail 
On  its  prosperous  career. 

May  it  prove  a  great  success, 

Like  a  golden  Argosy 

On  the  journalistic  sea, 
And  bring  honour  to  the  Press  ; 
Free  from  all  scurrilousness 

May  its  pages  ever  be. 

But  quick  to  denounce  all  wrong, 
And  ever  ready  to  fight 
On  the  side  of  truth  and  right- 
Thus  may  it  sail  along 
'Mid  the  journalistic  throng. 


OLines  written  in  an  Hlbum. 

Albums  like  jewel  caskets  are  designed 

That  we  may  store  therein  rich  gems  of  thought 
Jewels  discovered  by  the  master  mind 

Of  sage,  philosopher,  or  poet 
In  wisdom's  golden  mine,  and  by  them  set 

In  phrases  quaint  and  measures  musical, 
Which  charm  us  'mid  the  daily  toil  and  fret 

Of  sordid  life.     We  cull  the  beautiful 
As  little  children  cull  the  summer  flowers, 

And  find  sweet  comfort  in  our  darkest  hours. 
Success  to  our  Northern  Light ! 


A    CHRISTMAS    WISH,    ETC.  197 

H  Cbristmas  TKttisb. 

TO    EACH    AND    ALL. 

Joy  fill  your  cup, 

Mirth  with  you  sup, 

And  plenty  heap  your  table  up, 

And  Love  preside  ; 
And  sweet  Goodwill 
Kind  thoughts  instil, 
And  banish  all  remembered  ill 

This  Christmastide. 
And  Hope  be  bright, 
And  cares  as  light 
And  transient  as  the  snow-flakes  white  ; 

And  at  your  side 
Be  gentle  Peace  : 
God  grant  you  these, 
With  blessings  that  shall  never  cease, 

This  glad  Yuletide. 


H  Brifcal  Misb. 

To-day  the  dear  home  ties  you  break, 
To-day  familiar  paths  forsake, 
Leaving  the  old  for  new  love's  sake. 

O  that  your  future  path  may  be 
From  care  exempt,  from  sorrow  free  ; 
Your  lives  be  spent  in  harmony. 

Heav'n  bless  you  both,  bridegroom  and  bride  ; 
And,  as  you  journey  side  by  side, 
May  sweet  content  with  you  abide  ; 

And,  on  this  happy  bridal  day, 
The  sweetest  wish  that  I  can  say 
Is  "  May  your  joy  abide  for  aye." 
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Calm  after  Storm. 

The  winds  have  wailed  and  whispered  into  silence, 
The  sea  has  sighed  and  sobbed  itself  to  sleep ; 

The  heavens  have  wept  themselves  to  radiance 
And  now  looking  smiling  down  upon  the  deep  ; 

The  sunshine  cheers,  and  our  chilled  hearts  rewarm, 

And  we  rejoice  to  see — calm  after  storm. 

The  angry  waves  that  yesterday  were  adding 

Their  voices  to  the  elemental  roar, 
To-day  are  pretty  sparkling  little  wavelets, 

That  creep  in  shyly  to  the  brown  sea  shore. 
Strange,  how  a  few  short  hours  can  so  transform 
The  mighty  deep,  and  bring — calm  after  storm. 

But  underneath  its  placid  shining  surface, 

We  know  there's  wrecks  and  forms  of  drowned  men, 

And  that  its  passion  is  not  spent,  but  sleeping, 
Waiting  the  moment  to  awake  again  : 

Alas  !  that  strife  should  mar  its  lovely  form, 

And  hearts  should  ache  when  there's — calm  after 
storm. 


SUNSHINE    AFTER    RAIN.  I99 

Sunsbine  after  iRain. 

The  Frost  has  spread 

Dry  sheets  on  Winter's  cold  damp  bed  ! 

And  soon  the  snow 

Will  her  soft  blanket  also  throw 

Softly  over 

His  chilled  form,  and  Earth  will  recover 

Lost  warmth  again. 

Poor  Earth  !  all  sodden  with  the  rain, 

Lifts  up  her  eyes 

With  hopefulness  to  the  bright  skies; 

Its  bright  blue  dome 

Is  welcome  as  the  lights  of  home 

On  darksome  night, 

So  long  has  it  been  hidden  from  sight 

By  clouds  of  rain. 

But  now  we'll  sing  in  cheerier  strain 

Of  brighter  hours, 

Of  longer  days,  and  coming  flowers  ; 

Dream  happier  dreams, 

And  form,  more  hopefully,  our  schemes  ; 

And  merrily  go 

Upon  our  way,  with  hearts  aglow, 

Smiling  again, 

Glad  with  the  sunshine  after  rain. 

What  if  the  sod 

Be  damp  and  chill  ?  'tis  the  will  of  God. 

If  He  sends  rain, 

Who  are  we  that  we  should  complain  ? 

Both  rain  and  shine 

Are  planned  in  wisdom  by  the  Divine. 

He  cannot  err, 

And  so  with  patience  let  us  bear 

Our  loss  ;  and  gain 

Will  come  with  sunshine  after  rain. 
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Sonnet. 

A    SABBATH    MORN    IN    MAY. 

The  sun  shines  gloriously  from  skies  of  blue  ; 

The  warm  west  wind  blows  freshly  from  the  sea, 

Shaking  the  fragile  blossom  on  the  tree  ; 
The  flowers,  fresh  from  their  morning  bath  of  dew, 
Lift  smiling  faces,  as  we  saunter  through 

The  lanes  redolent  with  their  sweet  perfume  ; 

The  hedges  are  all  white  with  hawthorn  bloom  ; 
The  birds  sing  sweetly,  and  our  hearts  sing  too. 

•  •■••••■• 

For  life,  in  spite  of  care,  is  well  worth  living, 
Since  God  doth  Nature's  wants  and  ours  renew  ; 

And  so  we  join  her  song  of  glad  thanksgiving 
To  Him  whose  promises  are  ever  true, 

And  bless  His  holy  name  this  Sabbath  morn 

For  all  the  beauties  of  the  earth  new-born. 


TLo  /iDarie  Corelli. 

Thine  hand  has  opened  wide  to  me 
The  portals  of  the  great  "  Beyond," 

And  drawn  my  very  heart  to  thee 
By  sympathy's  sweet  bond. 

Surely,  we  twain  have  met  before, 

Or  will  meet  when  this  life  is  o'er. 


THE    SUICIDE.  20I 


Our  paths  in  life  lie  wide  apart, 

As  far  asunder  as  the  poles, 
But  some  affinity  of  heart — 

The  mystic  fellowship  of  souls — 
A  force,  electric  or  divine, 
Compels  my  soul  to  follow  thine. 

From  depths  below  to  heights  above 

I  hasten,  thirsting,  after  thee, 
Whom,  knowing  not,  perforce  I  love 

For  thy  pure  ideality, 
Which  lifts  my  soul  from  mundane  things, 
Till  I,  too,  soar  on  angels'  wings. 


TLhe  Suici&e. 

Over  his  midday  skies  a  shadow  crept, 

The  shadow  of  his  coming  doom  ; 
And  ever  at  his  side  a  spectre  stept, 

Pointing  its  ghastly  finger  to  the  tomb  ; 
And  two  dark  phantoms,  Fear  and  Dread, 

His  footsteps  dogged  by  night  and  day, 
Sat  at  his  board,  watched  by  his  bed, 

Took  Reason's  precious  light  away. 
Then,  in  one  hour,  unguarded,  he 

Severed  himself  life's  earthly  bond  — 
Passed  blindly  to  eternity, 

Entering  uncalled  the  Great  Beyond. 

God  pity  thee  !    poor  fugitive  of  Fear, 

Thy  barque  thro'  loss  of  Reason's  light  was  lost ; 
But  who  shall  say  Heaven's  lifeboat  was  not   near 

To  save  thy  sinking  soul,  thus  tempest  tossed  ? 
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3f! 


If  all  the  precious  time  that's  spent 

In  idle  gossiping  was  given 
To  cultivating  charity, 

Earth  would  be  more  like  heaven. 

If  only  people  would  think  twice 

Before  they  launch  their  poisoned  darts, 

There  would  not  be  so  many  wounds 
Now  rankling  in  sore  hearts. 

If  only  folk  would  be  quite  sure 
That  what  they  hear  is  really  true, 

Before  they  help  to  spread  a  tale, 
There  would  be  less  to  rue. 

How  much  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  pain, 
Of  bitterness  and  cruel  wrong, 

Would  ne'er  have  been,  if  some  had  kept 
A  bridle  on  their  tongue. 

But  sad  to  say,  the  cark  and  care 

Of  life  is  aggravated  by 
The  silly  tongues  that  aye  will  wag 

From  want  of  thought — maliciously. 

Ah  !  if  these  gossips  would  but  think 
How  soon  this  life  of  ours  must  cease, 

They  would  not  seek  to  stir  up  strife, 
They'd  sow  the  seeds  of  peace. 


YES    OR    NO.  203 


lj)es  or  1Ro. 

"  To  be,  or  not  to  be,"  she  said, 

As  she  scanned  the  dainty  billet-doux, 
"  Men  are  so  fickle,  and  I  have  read 
That  love  is  rarely  if  ever  true  ; 
So  I'm  afraid  to  answer  '  Yes,' 

And  yet  how  can  I  answer  '  No  !  ' 
Was  ever  maid  in  such  distress  ? 
I  wish  I'd  never  had  a  beau. 

"  If  I  say  '  Yes,'  my  freedom's  gone, 

If  I  say  '  No,'  I'll  lose  my  lover  ; 
And  Pa  says  all  romance  is  gone 

Before  the  honeymoon  is  over. 
Was  ever  maid  in  such  distress  ? 

I  really  do  not  want  to  marry  ; 
I'm  certain  that  I  shan't  say  'Yes,' 

But  how  can  I  say  '  No  '  to  Harry  ?  " 

But,  when  the  trysting  hour  drew  near, 

She  quite  forgot  what  Pa  had  said  ; 
She  only  knew  she  loved  him  dear, 

And  maids  were  made  for  men  to  wed  ; 
So  when  he  asked  her  to  be  his  bride, 

She  couldn't  say"  No,"andwouldn'tsay  "Yes," 
So  she  turned  her  blushing  face  aside, 

And  shyly,  sweetly,  whispered  "  Guess  ?  " 


204  ALL    IS    GLORY. 


BU  is  ©Ion?. 

TO    A    DEAR    OLD    LADY    WHO    AWOKE    IN    THE    NIGHT 
WITH     THE     WORDS    "ALL     IS     GLORY  "    RINGING     IN 
HER    EARS. 

All  is  glory  !     Thought  sublime  ! 
Like  a  vision  of  the  night 
Comes  this  flash  of  heav'nly  light, 

To  cheer  thy  weary  waiting  time. 

All  is  glory  !     Light  Divine, 

Earthly  gloom  and  doubt  dispelling, 
Heav'nly  hope  and  peace  instilling 

In  that  troubled  heart  of  thine. 

All  is  glory  !     Happy  soul  ! 

Heaven  is  surely  drawing  near 

When  such  thoughts  are  sent  to  cheer, 

As  thy  tired  feet  near  the  goal. 

All  is  glory  !     0  how  sweet  ! 
Surely  it  was  the  refrain 
Of  some  grand  angelic  strain 

Echoing  down  the  golden  street ; 

And  thine  ears  the  echo  caught 
In  the  silence  of  the  night, 
Soon  shall  faith  be  lost  in  sight 
Where  all  is  glory.     Blessed  thought  ! 


A    LULLABY,    ETC.  205 


H  Xullalnj. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep  ; 
Dream  fairies  are  calling, 

Over  your  drowsy  blue  eyes 
The  white  lids  are  falling  : 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep  ; 
And  nothing  shall  harm  thee  : 

Mother  and  angels  will  watch 
While  dream  fairies  charm  thee 
Sleep,  baby,  sleep. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep  ; 
Ah  !   now  you  are  smiling, 

Dream  fairies  sing  sweet, 
Their  songs  are  beguiling: 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep. 


H  IRew  gear's  Misb. 

Dear,  if  all  my  prayers  for  thee 

Were  answered,  this  New  Year  should  be 

The  brightest  and  the  best ; 
Thy  cup  with  joy  should  overflow, 
Health's  rose  upon  thy  cheek  should  glow, 

Success  crown  every  quest ; 
Friends  should  bless,  and  sweet  hope  cheer, 
And  love  make  glad  the  live-long  year. 

ANOTHER. 

May  joy  be  thine  this  New  Year's  morn 
Thy  future  paths  without  a  thorn  ; 
The  coming  days  without  a  sorrow, 
And  each  day  bring  a  glad  to-morrow. 
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Xove's  Dovaoes. 

The  maid  was  fair,  and  the  morning  mild, 
Love  sat  in  his  boat,  whistled,  and  smiled 
At  the  blushing  maiden,  then  cried  he, 
"  Say,  sweetheart,  will  you  come  with  me  ? 

"  The  sea  is  calm,  the  skies  are  blue, 
The  winds  are  fair,  my  compass  true, 
Come  !   sail  with  me  and  what'er  betide 
I'll  row  you  safely  over  the  tide." 

Alas  !  for  the  maid  ;  alas,  for  her  lover, 
Their  voyage  of  bliss  was  quickly  over. 
Clouds  crept  over  the  smiling  skies, 
A  storm  of  passion  began  to  rise, 
And  the  little  craft  foundered  out  at  sea 
In  a  tempest  of  angry  jealousy. 

The  morn  was  dull,  but  the  maid  was  fair, 
And  love's  heart  warmed  as  he  gazed  on  her, 
Then  he  whispered — "  Dear  heart !  will  you  come 

with  me 
And  I'll  row  you  over  life's  changeful  sea  ? 

"  The  tide  is  rough,  the  skies  are  grey, 
But  the  sun  will  shine  upon  our  way  ; 
So  come  with  me,  and  whate'er  betide 
I'll  row  you  safely  over  the  tide." 

Many  a  rock  lay  in  their  way, 
Many  a  shoal  they  passed  that  day, 
And  oft  the  treacherous  wind  would  veer, 
But  love,  true  love,  knows  how  to  steer — 
And  the  little  craft  sped  upon  its  way — 
And  safely  anchored  in  Happiness  Bay. 
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TTo  /Ifcamie. 

Some  lives  are  like  the  streams  that  run 

Through  pastures  green  and  flowery  meads, 

They  ripple  on  beneath  the  sun, 

And  naught  their  pleasant  course  impedes  ; 

Peacefully  their  waters  flow 

As  on  their  even  way  they  go. 

And  others  by  an  adverse  fate 

Seem  destined  to  run  in  the  shade, 

Through  sombre  scenes  and  desolate, 
Where  the  flowers  of  hope  soon  fade  ; 

Borne  by  under  currents  strong, 

Murmuring,  they  glide  along. 

Some  in  shadow,  some  in  the  shine, 

But  all  beneath  the  one  control  : 
Guided  by  the  one  Master  hand 

We  flow  towards  the  self-same  goal. 
Then,  howsoe'er  thy  life  stream  flows 
Remember,  dear,  "  Our  Father"  knows. 


XLo  /nbaroevv?. 

Little  maiden,  time  is  flying, 
Flying,  oh,  so  fast  away  ! 

Winter's  over,  birds  are  singing 
It  is  Margery's  natal  day. 
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Little  maiden,  years  are  flying — 
Though  it  seems  but  yesterday, 

That  a  little  smiling  cherub 
In  my  loving  arms  you  lay. 

Little  maiden,  time  is  flying, 

Childhood's  days  will  soon  be  o'er, 

May  good  angels  ever  guard  thee — 
Guard  thee  now  and  evermore. 

Little  maiden,  time  may  bring  thee 
Losses,  crosses,  joys  and  tears  ; 

May  the  great  good  Father  keep  thee 
Ever,  in  the  coming  years. 


Dictoiw 

TO    CHARLES    W.    CAYZER,    M.P. 

True  to  herself,  and  true  to  thee, 
Barrow  this  day  has  nobly  shown 

Her  wisdom  and  her  loyalty  ; 

Right  bravely  she  has  held  her  own 

And  given  to  thee  the  victor}', 
And  thou  dost  merit  the  renown. 

Our  crisis  past,  we  can  rejoice  ; 

But  there  are  battles  still  to  fight 
Throughout  the  land.     May  wisdom's  voice 

Direct  all  wavering  wills  aright 
That  men  may  wisely  make  their  choice, 

Like  loyal  Barrow,  for  the  right. 


IS    THERE    A    HELL  ?  200, 


3s  tbere  a  Ibcll  ? 

WRITTEN    DURING    A    NEWSPAPER    CONTROVERSY 
ON    THE    SUBJECT. 

O  God  !  great  God  !  answer  Thou  me, 
If  mortal  may  dare  to  question  Thee, — 

Is  there  a  hell  ? 
A  place  of  torment  where  the  soul, 
Long  as  eternal  ages  roll, 

Is  doomed  to  dwell  ? 
A  place  where,  to  appease  Thine  ire, 
The  souls  of  men  must  burn  in  fire 

Unquenchable  ? 

Father  !   O  Father,  Infinite  ! 
Would'st  doom  to  everlasting  night, 

To  endless  pain, 
Souls  that  repented  them  too  late  ? 
Is  Divine  wrath  insatiate  ? 

And  would'st  Thou  gain 
Aught  that  would  serve  a  God  like  Thee 
By  witnessing  the  misery 

Of  suff 'ring  men  ? 

O  God  !   great  God  !   pity  Thou  me, 
If,  questioning  thus,  I  anger  Thee  ; 

But  we  rebel 
Against  the  thought  that  love  like  Thine 
Could  such  a  fiendish  plan  design 

As  create  hell ; 
The  thought  is  a  monstrosity — 
A  slur  on  Thy  divinity  : 

Is  there  a  hell  ? 


2IO  IS    THERE    A    HELL? 


With  beating  heart  and  straining  ear, 
I  wait  in  mingled  awe  and  fear 

For  God's  reply. 
Was  it  a  whisper  that  I  heard, 
Or  the  rustling  wing  of  a  passing  bird, 

Or  spirit's  sigh  ? 
Or  did  I,  for  a  moment's  space, 
Meet  a  lost  soul  face  to  face 

In  eternity  ? 

Surely  the  veil  was  rent  aside, 
And  I  heard  on  the  "  other  side  " 

A  spirit's  wail  : 
A  wail  that  came  from  some  dread  place 
In  the  fathomless  bounds  of  space, 

Where  the  lost  dwell  : 
Echoing  through  the  ghostly  air 
Came  the  anguished  voice  of  Despair — 

"  There  is  a  hell ! " 

"  Hell  made  by  man  ;  its  torturing  fires 
Kindled  by  his  own  base  desires 

And  purpose  fell  ; 
And  here,  where  ghosts  of  dead  sins  rise, 
Here,  where  the  worm  of  grief  ne'er  dies, 

We  lost  souls  dwell ; 
Bound  by  remorse  in  galling  chains, 
We  suffer  agonising  pains 

In  our  own  hell.'" 
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Thus  did  that  awful  spirit  voice 

Tell  me  that  hell  is  man's  own  choice. 

Thus  do  I  tell 
This  strange  thing,  hoping  it  may  win 
Some  soul  from  the  dark  path  of  sin, 

From  purpose  fell ; 
For,  surely  as  God  liveth,  I 
Assert  with  all  solemnity, — 

There  is  a  hell ! 

And,  from  its  dark  and  dread  abyss, 
The  lost  will  gaze  on  worlds  of  bliss 

Which  they  have  lost ; 
Will  see  afar  the  pastures  green, 
The  fountains  with  their  silver  sheen, 

The  shining  host  ; 
And  know  that  they  themselves  have  fixed 
The  barriers  that  lie  betwixt 

The  happy  coast. 
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Zhe  postman. 

He  trudges  on  his  daily  round 

Through  sunshine,  storm,  and  rain, 

The  messenger  of  life  and  death, 
Of  sorrow,  loss,  and  gain. 

We  watch  and  wait  with  hopeful  hearts, 

Longing  for  him  to  come  ; 
But  at  his  coming  hope  departs, 

Our  singing  lips  are  dumb. 

He  wakes  us  from  our  happy  dreams, 

With  his  familiar  knock  ; 
And  dreams  dissolve,  and  castles  fall 

And  crumble  at  the  shock. 

And  he  goes  whistling  on  his  way 

Some  other  home  to  fill, 
With  joy  and  gladness,  or,  may  be 

Grave  fears  of  coming  ill. 

He  brings  the  old  folks  news  of  bairns 
They  love  and  yearn  to  see  ; 

He  brings  the  good  wives  tidings  of 
Their  dear  lords  far  at  sea, 

And  funny  scrawls  from  little  lads 

Away  at  school  he  bears 
To  mothers,  whose  dear  anxious  hearts 

Are  always  full  of  cares. 

He  is  Love's  envoy  too,  for  he 
Bears  many  a  missive  sweet, 

From  youths  to  maidens,  who  rejoice 
To  hear  the  postman's  feet. 
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So  day  by  day,  and  week  by  week, 
Throughout  the  year  he  goes, 

Distributing  now  here,  now  there, 
Joys,  sorrows,  cares,  and  woes. 

But  buoyant  hope  is  ever  prone 
To  cheer  us  in  our  sorrow  ; 

So  if  the  post  bring  ill  to-day 
We'll  hope  for  good  to-morrow. 


H  fragment. 

Wrung  from  an  aching  heart, 

Coined  in  a  weary  brain, 
Were  the  words  I  wrote  with  simple  art 

With  the  quivering  pen  of  pain. 

But  the  words,  my  poor  plain  words, 

With  sympathy  were  rife, 
And  they  fell  and  soothed  the  trembling 

Of  a  heart,  and  blest  a  life.  [chords 

And  my  own  tears  fell  like  rain, 

And  the  ache  went  from  my  breast — 

For  in  trying  to  ease  another's  pain 
My  own  sad  heart  was  blest. 
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TLo  1Rose. 

0  thou,  whose  sympathy  in  darkest  hours, 
Was  to  my  soul  as  dew  to  dying  flowers 

Must  I  say  this  farewell  ? 

1  scarce  can  realize  it  yet, 

And  wonder  if  you'll  soon  forget, 
Or  love  me,  dear,  as  well. 

Where  shall  I  go  when  heart  and  brain 
Are  overwhelmed  with  care  and  pain, 

And  pour  my  sorrows  out  ? 
What  ear  will  listen  pityingly  ? 
What  voice  will  answer  tenderly 

Cheer  up,  dear,  do  not  doubt  ? 

There  are  many  in  yon  distant  land, 
Who  will  come  with  smile  and  open  hand, 

Dearest,  to  welcome  you. 
But  let  not  these  usurp  my  place, 
Or  the  old  memory  efface 

Of  love  so  pure  and  true. 
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Confirmation. 

"  Dost  thou  renounce  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil  ?  " 

"  I  renounce  them  all." — 

Chcrch  Catechism. 

This  narrow  way,  how  shall  I  walk  therein  ? 
For  none  but  hearts  sincere  should  enter  in. 
I  stand  without  the  gates,  for  entrance  yearn, 
Fearing  to  press  forward,  not  daring  to  return  ; 
Weary  and  heavy  laden,  with  many  doubts  opprest, 

0  Jesus  !  precious  Jesus,  bid  me  come  and  rest. 

1  fear  to  let  these  wayward  feet  tread  on  the  holy  ground  ; 
I  fear  me  lest  these  trembling  lips  breathe  vows  that  are 

not  sound  ; 
I  shudder  lest  the  promises,  I  now  am  called  to  make, 
I  shall  in  some  unguarded  hour  undutifully  break. 
And  all  is  dark,  uncertain,  no  light  shines  on  the  way: 
O  Jesus  !  precious  Jesus,  suffer  me  not  to  stray. 
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There  are  doubts  and  fears  contending,  which  hourly  me 

assail ; 
There  are  thoughts  so  strange,  so  fearful,  they  make  my 

spirit  quail  ; 
And  the  Tempter  ever  ready  to  fling  some  fiery  dart  — 
Till  I  almost  yield  the  conflict,  so  weary  is  my  heart 
With  striving,  ever  striving,  'twixt  evil  and  'twixt  good  ; 
O  save  me,  precious  Jesus  !   by  Thine  atoning  blood. 

There  are  dear  ones  to  resign,  if  I  follow  in  the  train, 

Voices  to  whose  music  I  must  never  list  again  ; 

There  are  pleasures  to  renounce,  sweet  joys  to  be  denied, 

If  I  would  follow  truly  after  Jesus  Crucified. 

O  by  Thy  great  compassion,  Lord,  Thy  loving  kindness 

show — 
And    teach    me    how    to    let    earth's    frail    and    fleeting 

treasures  go. 

Be  Thou  my  guide  and  helper,  my  comforter,  my  stay, 
And  in  the  hours  of  darkness,  Lord,  be  near  to  cheer  my 

way  : 
Be  Thou  my  light — then  shall  I  walk  secure,  from  danger 

free  ; 
Be  Thou  my  righteousness— then   shall  I  lose  myself  in 

Thee. 
O  doubting,  fearing  heart;   where  is  thy  Faith  ? 
Fear  not,  but  come  to  me  !   thy  Saviour  saith. 
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TLo  1Ron*Xovers   of  ibome. 

What  is  the  charm  that  makes  you  roam 
These  cheerless  nights  away  from  home  ? 
Within  the  grate  the  fire  burns  bright, 
And  easy  chairs  to  ease  invite ; 
And  yet  you  hurry  off  as  though 
By  urgent  business  called  to  go. 

Now,  if  you  went  at  duty's  call, 
God  knows  I  would  not  speak  at  all ; 
But  'tis  not  duty  bids  you  leave 
Your  loving  wives  alone  to  grieve  : 
To  grieve,  and  think,  and  sadly  pine 
For  happier  days  of  "  Auld  Lang  Syne."' 

O  men  !  yours  is  a  changeful  sex, 
The  very  angels  you  would  vex 
With  all  the  varied  tunes  you  play 
From  early  morn  till  close  of  day — 
Now  kind,  now  cool,  by  fits  and  starts  ; 
Alas  !   for  women's  tender  hearts. 

You  think,  of  course — or  you  wouldn't  be  men- 

When  you've  been  out  and  returned  again, 

To  find  a  woman  in  her  place 

With  pleasant  greeting  and  smiling  face; 

And  deem  it  unnecessary  e'en  to  atone 

For  the  long  weary  hours  she  is  left  alone. 
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It  was  not  so  in  the  olden  time, 
Ere  the  marriage  bell  was  heard  to  chime, 
And  the  solemn  words  at  the  altar  spoken, 
And  those  vows  were  made  that  have  since  been 

broken  ; 
Compulsion  alone  made  you  leave  her  side 
In  those  days  before  she  became  a  bride. 

O  men  !   if  you  would  but  pause  and  think, — 
Perhaps  you  would  were  it  not  for  drink, — 
Think  how  selfish  your  conduct  appears 
To  her  who  has  been,  through  long  changing 

years, 
Comforter,  councillor,  companion,  and  wife, — 
That  name  itself  should  be  dearer  than  life. 

But,  alas  !   for  the  changes  in  young  and  old, 

For  the  warm  love  that  so  soon  grows  cold, 

For  tender  lips  that  forget  to-day 

The  loving  vows  of  yesterday  ; 

God  grant  you  may  not  think  too  late, 

When  there  are  none  to  watch  and  wait. 


m        m 
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/IIM?  Guardian  Hiujel. 

When  Satan  seeks  with  his  beguiling  ways 
To  tempt  my  soul  from  the  path  of  grace — 
A  sweet  face  rises  before  my  sight, 
And  the  tempter  quickly  takes  his  flight 

When  he  sees  my  Guardian  Angel. 

When  weary  of  struggling  I'm  ready  to  leave 
The  rock,  to  which  I  still  tremblingly  cleave, 
That  dear  face  rises  in  mild  rebuke, 
And  I  shrink  abashed  at  the  sorrowful  look 

On  thy  face,  my  Guardian  Angel. 

When  all  around  me  is  dark  and  cold, 
And  I  seem  so  far  away  from  the  fold, 
When  the  path  is  rough,  and  the  way  is  long, 
And  I'm  tempted  to  leave  the  right  for  wrong — 

I'm  checked  by  my  Guardian  Angel. 

When  the  world  seems  naught  but  a  dreary  place, - 
A  weary,  forsaken  wilderness, — 
I'm  cheered  by  the  thought  as  I  onward  rove 
There  is  always  one  to  cheer  and  to  love, 

'Tis  thou,  my  Guardian  Angel. 

The  future  is  dark,  but  thy  spirit  will  be 
A  light  and  a  comfort  ever  to  me, 
Helping  me  onward,  lighting  the  road 
That  leads  to  the  City  of  our  God  : 

The  home  of  my  Guardian  Angel. 
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O,  leave  me  never,  for  thy  love  is  a  balm, 
Thy  presence  bringeth  my  sad  soul  calm  ; 
To  my  troubled  mind  and  aching  breast 
Thy  soothing  words  bring  peace  and  rest  : 

Leave  me  not,  my  Guardian  Angel. 

Leave  me  not  till  life's  troublous  journey's  o'er, 
And  thy  tender  guidance  I  need  no  more  ; 
But  when  the  portals  of  heaven  ope  wide 
May  we  pass  in  together,  side  by  side, 

I  and  my  Guardian  Angel  ; 

And  kneeling  together  before  the  throne, 
Receive  from  the  Master  the  words  "  well  done  ; 
And  join  with  the  countless  throngs  who  sing 
Praise  to  our  Saviour,  Christ  the  King, 

Together,  my  Guardian  Angel. 


Ibopeless. 

You  are  drifting  away  from  me,  darling, 

Further  and  further  each  day  ; 
The  distance  grows  greater  and  greater 

With  each  hour  that  is  passing  away. 

And  I  look  o'er  the  dark,  swelling  water, 
And  list  to  the  moan  of  the  wind, 

And  I  know  that  each  wave  bears  you  forward 
And  leaves  me  yet  further  behind. 
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I  know  it  is  useless  to  watch,  dear, 

You  will  never  return  unto  me, 
And  all  that  I've  hoped  for  and  prayed  for 

Will  never  be  granted,  I  see. 

My  darling,  you  know  not  the  anguish 

Or  half  the  misery  that's  mine, 
Waiting  in  vain,  with  hope  deferred, 

The  return  of  that  smile  of  thine  ; 

For  the  gulf  grows  wider  and  wider, 

And  the  further  you  drift,  love,  the  more 

I  long  to  recall  you,  my  dearest  ; 

But  the  past  and  its  hopes  are  now  o'er. 

I  am  weary  of  watching  and  waiting, 

Weary  of  sorrow  and  strife, 
Weary  of  hoping  and  praying, 

Weary,  so  weary  of  life. 

For  there's  nothing  for  me  in  this  world,  Annie, 

But  the  hope  of  the  life  to  come, 
And  that  quiet  and  unbroken  rest 

In  the  shelter  of  the  tomb. 
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XLo  Hnnie. 

WRITTEN    ON    A    GRAVESTONE    IN    LANCASTER 
CEMETERY,     1878. 

I'm  kneeling  by  your  grave,  Annie, 
This  sweet  September  morn, 

Weaving  a  kind  of  grave  romance, 
From  your  tombstone  old  and  worn. 

You  were  very  young  to  die,  Annie, 
But  you  yourself  know  best  ; — 

Perhaps  your  life  was  wearisome, 
And  death  has  brought  vou  rest. 


*t> 


The  sun  is  shining  warmly,  Annie, 
Here  where  you  lie  beneath, 

And  the  beauty  of  your  resting  place 
Makes  me  in  love  with  death. 

I  should  like  to  know  about  you,  Annie, 

All  about  your  earthly  life, 
And  I  wonder  as  I  kneel  here 

If  you  ever  were  a  wife. 

I  wonder  if  you  were,  Annie, 

Or  if  you  lived  alone, 
For  your  name  looks,  oh,  so  solitary, 

By  itself  upon  the  stone. 
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Or  did  you  have  a  lover,  Annie, 

Who  gave  the  name  to  you  ? 
Did  you  make  him  a  good  and  faithful  wife  ? 

And  was  he  kind  and  true  ? 

Was  it  hard  for  you  to  part,  Annie, 
From  love's  last  fond  embrace  ? 

Was  it  father,  mother,  husband,  or  child, 
Prest  the  last  kiss  on  your  face  ? 

Why,  among  all  these  sleepers,  Annie, 
Should  I  single  out  your  stone  ? 

Why  ?   because  the  very  name  you  bear 
I  hope  one  day  to  own. 

I  shall  often  think  about  you,  Annie, 

Though  I  may  be  far  away, 
For  memory  will  oft  recall 

My  musings  here  to-day. 

And  when  I  sit,  as  I  love  to  do, 

Alone  in  the  twilight  gloom, 
I  shall  think  of  the  quiet  dreams  I  had 

Kneeling  beside  your  tomb. 

And  now  I'll  say  good-bye,  Annie, 

While  none  are  near  to  blame 
A  foolish  girl  for  weeping 

O'er  a  familiar  name. 
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Polly  and  I  are  the  best  of  friends, 

I  love  her  and  she  loves  me  ; 
Polly  and  I  are  everywhere, 

Everywhere  where  the  other  may  be. 

I  am  but  little,  Polly  is  tall  ; 

Dark  is  she,  and  fair  am  I  ; 
I  was  nineteen  in  October  last, 

And  Polly  was  nineteen  in  July. 

Polly  was  dreaming  of  me  one  night  ; 

She  thought  we  both  were  out  at  sea, 
And  each  was  in  a  little  boat, 

But  it  was  so  dark  she  could  not  see. 

And  then,  somehow,  we  drifted  apart, 
And  Polly  she  called  but  none  replied, 

So  silent  and  sad  she  drifted  alone 
In  the  darkness  along  with  the  tide  ; 

But,  after  a  time,  she  heard  a  sound, 
And  saw  another  boat  close  by, 

And  when  she  asked  who  the  occupant  was, 
She  found  to  her  joy  it  was  really  I. 

Then  I  got  in  her  boat  for  a  little  while, 
And  together  we  floated  over  the  sea  ; 

Then  Polly  said  I  left  her  and  went 
Into  the  boat  that  belonged  to  me  ; 


POLLY    AND    I.  225 


And  soon  I  was  lost  in  the  darkness  of  night, 
And  Polly  called,  "  Annie,"  but  all  in  vain  ; 

No  voice  replied  to  her  frequent  cry, 
I  never  answered  her  again. 

But  when  she  reached  a  shining  shore, 
She  found  me  waiting  for  her  there  ; 

My  voyage  was  the  soonest  o'er, 
And  I  stood  ready  to  welcome  her. 

And  many  others  whom  Polly  loves  too, 
But  whom  she'll  see  on  earth  no  more, 

Were  stood  with  me  on  the  shining  strand, 
All  safe  upon  the  heavenly  shore. 

I  was  so  glad  when  she  told  me  this, 

For  it  seemed  to  me  a  dream  from  heaven 

Sent  to  Polly  ;   but  unto  me 

Power  to  interpret  it  was  given  : 

The  sea  was  our  life,  and  for  a  time, 
As  we  are  now,  we  shall  keep  together ; 

In  the  morning  of  life,  while  all  is  calm, 

We  shall  sail  side  by  side  in  sunny  weather  ; 

But  times  may  change,  separation  come, 
The  course  of  our  lives  contrary  flow  ; 

Polly  or  I  may  change  our  home, 

And  not  of  each  other's  whereabouts  know  ; 

But  a  day  will  come  when  we'll  meet  again, 

And  talk  about  the  happy  past, 
Then  we  shall  each  resume  our  way, 

Drifting  apart  from  each  other  at  last  ; 
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And  I  shall  be  first  to  reach  the  shore 

Of  that  land  where  sorrow  and  sighing  cease, 

Where  the  roar  of  tempest  is  heard  no  more, 
And  the  weary  heart  finds  rest  and  peace  ; 

Then,  in  a  little  while,  Polly  comes  too, 
Reaches  safely  the  peaceful  shore, 

And  I  welcome  her,  and  both  rejoice 
That  the  end  is  come — the  voyage  o'er. 

Heaven  is  the  shore  where  we  hope  to  land 
When  our  earthly  course  at  length  is  run  ; 

And  Polly's  dream  so  plainly  shows 
That  we  braved  the  tide  and  won. 

And  oft  in  the  day  it  comforts  me 

To  think  of  this  dream  and  its  meaning  plain, 
For  I  feel  that  we  both  shall  reach  the  goal, 

That  our  efforts  to  do  so  will  not  be  vain. 

Polly  and  I  are  young,  but  we 

May  be  early  called  to  our  Father's  home  ; 
I  shall  go  first,  but  it  will  not  be  long 

After  1  go  that  Polly  will  come. 

Polly  is  such  a  faithful  friend, 

Many  a  proof  of  love  she  has  given  ; 

Polly  will  love  me  while  life  doth  last, 
And  I  know  she  will  love  me  in  heaven. 
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3  TlClill  IRemember  Qhee, 

TO    ANNIE. 

You  would  not  be  remembered,  love, 

When  my  heart  is  full  of  glee  ; 
Ah,  'tis  then,  when  all  around  is  bright 

I  yearn  the  most  for  thee. 
For  what  are  mirth  and  gladness,  dear, 

When  my  heart  doth  ache  the  while 
For  one  dear  voice  I  may  not  hear, 

For  one  approving  smile  ? 

But  you  would  be  remembered,  love, 

In  the  hours  of  pensive  thought ; 
Oh,  never  in  those  quiet  hours 

Art  thou  for  once  forgot. 
When  wearied  with  the  outer  strife 

My  tired  fancies  flee 
From  all  the  vanities  of  life 

To  rest,  and  think  of  thee. 

You  would  not  be  remembered,  love, 

When  friends  around  me  throng  ; 
Ah,  there  are  many  we  call  such, 

But  who  so  true,  so  strong, 
So  fit  to  bear  the  name  of  friend, 

My  faithful  friend  as  thee  ? 
Through  life  until  my  journey's  end 

I  will  remember  thee  ! 
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You  would  not  be  remembered,  love, 

When  in  the  cold  tomb  laid, 
O,  thinkest  thou  thy  memory 

Could  ever  cast  a  shade  ? 
No  !   no  !  dear  heart,  to  think  of  thee, 

And  love  so  freely  given, 
Will  be  the  beacon  light  to  guide 

My  faltering  steps  to  heaven. 


Woman's  Xot. 

Heart  of  mine,  O  cease  thy  beating ! 
Silence,  lips  !  his  name  repeating  ; 

Throbbing  pulse,  be  still  !  be  still  ! 
Rest,  O  brain  !  from  weary  thought, 
Lest  thou  should'st  be  over-wrought, 

Rest,  or  thought  will  kill. 
O  the  bitterness,  the  pain, 
Of  love  when  it  is  given  in  vain  : 

How  sad  is  woman's  lot. 
Her  secret  never  may  be  told, 
'Twould  be  unmaidenly  and  bold, 

And  man — he  guesseth  not. 
And  so  Love  lives  and  dies,  concealed, 
Because  a  woman's  lips  are  sealed. 
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H    Xittle    Mbile. 

TO    ANNIE. 

Only  a  few  years  longer 

To  tread  the  thorny  road, 
And  then  we  shall  rest 
In  the  land  of  the  blest — 

The  city  of  our  God. 

Only  a  little  more  patience 

In  sorrow  and  distress, 
Then  the  victory  won — 
God's  will  being  done  — 

He  will  be  sure  to  bless. 

Only  a  little  more  climbing, 
Then  you  and  I  will  stand 

On  the  topmost  height, 

And,  clothed  in  white, 
Enter  the  promised  land. 

Only  a  few  more  struggles 

With  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  sin, 
Then  we'll  reach  the  gate 
And  with  those  that  wait 

And  believe,  we'll  enter  in. 


Only  a  few  more  storms,  dear, 
And  the  voyage  will  be  o'er, 

And  the  danger  past, 

We  shall  anchor  fast 
On  the  eternal  shore. 
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Only  a  little  while  longer, 
And  these  dim  eyes  of  ours 

Will  view  with  delight, 

That  country  so  bright, 

Decked  with  unfading  flowers. 

Only  a  little  while  longer, 
And  then  these  weary  feet 

That  have  tired  so  soon, 

Ere  yet  it  is  noon, 

Shall  tread  the  golden  street. 

Only  a  little  while  longer — 

And  the  little  while  won't  be  long- 
And  then  we  shall  stand 
With  the  blood-washed  band, 
Singing  the  Lamb's  New  Song, 
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Cbarles  IFd.  Spurgeon. 

DIED    JANUARY    3  I  ST. 

IN    MEMORIAM. 

Cloud  upon  cloud  of  sorrow 
Has  swept  across  the  land, 
And  still  the  dreaded  reaper 
Rests  not  his  awful  hand. 
Low  lies  the  well-loved  preacher, 
Earth  ill  can  bear  his  loss  ; 
Silent  that  voice  whose  teaching 

Hath  glorified  the  Cross. 

Steadfast  in  mind  and  purpose, 
Preaching  the  gospel  of  love  ; 
Used  were  his  talents,  not  laid  by 
Rusting,  his  life  doth  prove. 
Great-hearted  warrior  of  Jesus, 
Enjoy  thou  thy  rest  divine  ; 
On  earth  thou  hast  nobly  done  thy  part, 
Now  heavenly  joys  be  thine. 
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No  eye  so  bright,  no  step  so  light, 

No  laugh  so  full  of  glee 
As  a  girl's,  I  ween,  at  sweet  sixteen, 

When  the  heart  is  trouble-free. 


0  the  days  are  fair  when  devoid  of  care, 

The  golden  hours  so  fleet  ; 
And  life  so  full  and  beautiful 

Ere  the  "  brook  and  river  meet." 

Rose-hued  are  dreams,  for  Hope's  bright 
Illuminate  the  way  ;  [beams 

And  the  castles  built  are  by  fancy  gilt 
With  many  a  shining  ray. 

Ay  !  girlhood's  time  flows  on  like  rhyme, 

All  things  are  couleur-de-rose  ; 
Youth  loves  the  dance,  tales  of  romance, 

And  leaveth  age  the  prose. 

Like  to  a  bud  is  maidenhood, 

Unfolding  every  hour  ; 
We  watch  the  dawn  of  young  life's  morn 

As  we  would  watch  a  flow'r. 

I  love  to  behold  fair  youth  unfold, 

To  watch  old  Time  transform 
The  childish  face,  while  he  adds  new  grace 

Unto  the  girlish  form. 
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No  days  will  e'er  be  half  so  fair, 
Or  faith  so  firm  and  strong  ; 

No  joys  so  pure,  or  sorrows  fewer, 
Than  when  the  heart  is  young. 

Time,  time,  alas  !  doth  swiftly  pass, 
And  year  succeedeth  year  ; 

Youth,  full  of  hope,  longeth  to  cope 
With  the  great  world  lying  near. 

0,  girlhood  sweet !  O,  dancing  feet ! 

Nearing  the  boundary  line, 
Be  not  in  haste  life's  cup  to  taste, 

There's  bitters  in  its  wine. 

No  song  love  sings,  no  joy  life  brings, 
Or  gifts  Dame  Fortune  showers, 

Can  e'er  impart  unto  the  heart 
The  charm  of  girlhood's  hours. 
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Many  come — and  so  many  go, 

Like  the  tide,  some  ebb  and  flow, 
And  some  are  like  the  clinging  vine, 

Their  tendrils  of  affection  twine 
Round  us,  and  ever  we  reply 

Upon  their  truth  and  constancy  ; 
Years  pass,  and  others  change,  but  they 

Remain  to-day  as  yesterday. 

Distance,  time,  nor  ought  can  shake 

True  friendship,  or  its  strong  links  break. 
Unto  how  few,  can  we  reveal 

All  that  we  think,  all  that  we  feel. 
Can'st  thou  to  any  friend  lay  bare 

Thy  heart  with  all  that's  hidden  there  ? 
Kind  others  may  be,  yet  oft  they  prove 

Unworthy  our  regard  or  love. 
When  our  path  is  one  of  flowers, 

With  pleasure  they  beguile  the  hours. 
Oh  !  how  eager  they  are  to  please 

When  our  life  is  one  of  ease  ; 
Ready  ever  with  jest  and  song  ; 

But,  when  dark  hours  come  along, 
Tis  with  saddened  hearts  we  own, 

Alas  !   our  friends  have  flown. 
Heaven  grant,  should  e'er  arise  the  need, 

Thy  friends  may  prove  true  friends  indeed. 
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A  DAUGHTER  SO  good, 

A  sister  so  kind, 
Deserves  to  be  blest, 

So  I  trust  you  may  find 
A  recompense,  dear, 

For  all  you  have  done. 

As  the  years  roll  onward — 

How  fast  some  have  gone— 
I  pray  that  your  life 

May  be  free  from  all  care, 
No  sorrow  too  heavy 

May  you  have  to  bear. 
Should  trials  assail, 

Then  may  you  be  blest 
With  patience  and  courage, 

To  stand  through  the  test. 
Of  life's  sweetest  blessings 

Possessed  may  you  be, 
Rich  in  friendship  and  love, 

Health  and  prosperity. 
Till  the  end  of  the  journey, 

Then,  the  dark  valley  past, 
Home  with  thy  loved  and 

Thy  lost  ones  at  last. 
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Enjoy  thy  freedom,  while  free  thou  ait, 
Depend  on  no  man,  till  thou  know'st  his  heart  ; 
Instinct  should  tell  thee  which  is  false,  which  true  ; 
Time  heals  all  wounds.      Here's  iry  advice  for  you  : 
Henceforth  give  less,  exact  more  for  thy  due. 


A  maiden  tall  with  winning  ways, 

Devoid  of  affectation  ; 

A  face  such  as  the  story  says 

Grows  bright  with  animation  ; 
Rich  burnished  tresses  round  it  twine 
A  wealth  of  golden  splendour  ; 
'Neath  their  long  silken  lashes  shine 
Grey  eyes,  so  clear  and  tender ; 
Ever  may  God  defend  her. 
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Accept  this  little  offering  of  mine 

As  a  remembrance  of  days  lang  syne, 

Dear  happy  days  were  they,  those  days  of  old, 
When  hearts  were  young,  our  future  tale  untold, 

And  all  the  happy  joyousness  of  youth 

Bright  with  the  tenderness  of  love  and  truth. 


',->■ 


God  knows,  although  our  paths  are  now  apart, 

There  is  a  little  corner  in  my  heart 
Reserved  for  you,  a  corner  wherein  lies 

A  host  of  girlhood's  happy  memories  ; 
Athwart  their  brightness  ne'er  a  shadow  fell, 

Nor  discord  broke  friendship's  harmonious  spell. 
Nor  change  has  dulled,  nor  can  time  e'er  efface 

The  memory  of  my  friend's  beloved  face. 
Gone  is  our  youth,  with  all  its  flowery  ways, 

And  now  with  slower  steps  we  tread  these  days  ; 
Evening  will  come  apace,  as  years  roll  by, 

But  love  will  still  remain  for  you  and  I. 
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Home,  sweet  home,  when  the  heart  is  sad 
And  the  path  is  rough  for  weary  feet, 
No  other  place  can  boast  thy  charm, 
No  other  haven  prove  so  sweet  ; 
A  father's  smile,  a  mother's  kiss  : 
Has  earth  a  dearer  charm  than  this  ? 

Long  may  thy  loved  be  spared  to  thee, 
And  as  the  tide  of  years  roll  on 
With  all  its  burdens,  joys,  and  cares, 
Still  may  this  blessing  be  thine  own. 
0,  home  !   sweet  home  !  bereft  of  thee 
No  joy  in  life  can  perfect  be. 
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a  Disit  to  tbe  Bee's  Cot. 

BUSY    BEE    SOCIETY. 

From  the  blinding  glare  of  sunshine, 

And  over-powering  heat, 
We  found  in  the  hospital  garden 

A  cool  and  sweet  retreat  ; 

And  one  little  lassie  lying 

A  picture  of  perfect  ease, 
In  her  canvas  cot,  on  the  greensward 

Screened  by  the  sheltering  trees. 

Following  our  kind  conductress, 

We  entered  the  open  door, 
Passed  down  the  spacious  passage, 

With  its  well-waxed  shining  floor, 

And  pictured  walls,  to  the  staircase, 
Which  led  to  the  ward,  where  we 

Found  the  patient  we  were  seeking — 
The  charge  of  the  "  Busy  Bee." 

She  lay  by  the  open  window 

Through  which  the  sweet  breeze  came, 
Fanning  her  little  wan,  white  face, 

And  emaciated  frame. 
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The  voices  of  feathered  songsters 
Came  up  from  the  grounds  below, 

Where  the  butterflies  were  flitting 
In  the  sunshine,  too  and  fro. 

And  my  heart  went  out  in  pity 

To  the  child  whose  wistful  eyes 
Were  gazing  out  through  the  window 

At  the  beautiful  smiling  skies  ; 

And  I  thought  while  sitting  near  her, 

Holding  her  wasted  wee  hand, 
Of  pastures  green  and  fadeless  flow'rs, 

Away  in  the  Better  Land  : 

Thought  of  that  wonderful  city, 
With  its  streets  of  shining  gold, 

And  I  half  wished   "  Gentle  Jesus  " 
Might  convey  her  to  His  fold. 

But  Lizzie  must  wait  the  Father's  time, 

She  must  live  and  suffer  too  ; 
And  while  she's  here,  remember,  dears, 

She's  dependent  upon  you. 

Think  what  a  blessed  privilege 

Is  yours,  and  your  good  Queen  Bee's, 

To  do  this  holy  work  for  God  : 
Heav'n  widen  your  sympathies. 

Toil  on,  O  busy  bees,  toil  on, 

And  your  reward  will  be, 
When  Christ  shall  say,  "What  ye  have  done 

For  her,  was  done  to  Me." 
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TLhc  (Slueen  Bee. 

The  good  Queen  sits  in  her  easy  chair, 

On  her  lips  I  see  a  dreamy  smile, 
As  she  glances  at  the  papers  near — 

The  children's  papers — a  goodly  pile; 
And  tender  thoughts  are  in  her  heart 

As  she  scans  each  youthful  writer's  name, 
Picturing  to  herself,  in  part, 

The  dear  young  aspirants  to  fame. 
Perchance  she  thinks  of  a  future  year, 

When  the  writers  are  men  and  women  grown, 
And  namss  that  now  in  her  "  corner"  appear 

May  have  a  significance  all  their  own  ; 
Names  that  first  were  proudly  seen 

In  the  "  Children's  Columns,"  when 
Ambition  first  was  born,  I  ween, 

In  the  hearts  of  the  little  women  and  men. 
And  she  thinks,  maybe,  of  years  ago, 

When  she  was  as  eager  for  the  fight ; 
And  her  heart  is  full  as  she  thinks  also 

Of  the  disappointed  ones  to-night. 
She  knows  how  hard  it  is  to  climb  ; 

She  knows  how  false  are  the  hopes  of  youth  ; 
And  she  knows  that  there  will  come  a  time 

When  her  dear  young  people  will  prove  its  truth 
And  so  with  a  sigh  she  turns  once  more 

To  the  pile  of  papers  lying  there, 
For  she  knows  that  when  her  task  is  o'er 

The  few  will  rejoice,  the  many  despair. 
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But  all  the  dear  writers  have  done  their  best 

She  knows,  and  a  feeling  akin  to  pain 
Stirs  the  Queen  Bee's  kindly  breast, 

As  she  thinks  of  the  efforts  made  in  vain. 
But  "  something  attempted,  something  done," 

Is  hot  labour  lost,  though  it  win  no  prize; 
For  each  effort  made— the  feeblest  one — 

Is  the  voice  of  the  soul,  which  bids  us  rise  ; 
And  there  are  higher  heights  than  fame — 

A  fairer  and  a  richer  goal — 
And  every  lofty  thought  and  aim 

Means  the  progression  of  the  soul. 


/iBab'5  Xesson. 

A  little  maid,  with  streaming  curls, 

Of  loveliest  golden  hue, 
A  little  maid;  with  shining  eyes 

Of  sweet  entrancing  blue  ; 
A  little  maid,  whose  charming  face 

Looks  rather  pettish,  too, 

Sits  in  a  great,  warm,  easy  chair, 
'Mid  cushions  soft  as  down, 

Within  a  cheerful,  cosy  room — 
But  wherefore  doth  she  frown  ? 

Because  papa  has  failed  to  bring 
Her  something  new  from  town. 
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"  Fie,  fie,  Miss  Mabel,  do  not  pout," 

Says  nurse,  in  kindly  tone  ; 
"  Think  of  the  good  things  you  possess, 
And  the  children  who  have  none  ; 
And  Santa  Claus  will  come  to-night.— 
What !     Crying,  little  one  ?  " 

"  Come,  let  us  hang  your  stocking  up, 

The  hour  is  getting  late, 
And  Santa  Claus  may  be  in  haste 

And  will  not  want  to  wait," 
Said  nurse.     But  naughty  Mab  replied, 

"  Old  Santa  Claus  I  hate." 

"  He  never  brings  me  what  I  want  ; 

I'm  sick  of  all  his  toys  ; 

Why  can't  I  have  a  rocking  horse, 

And  tops  and  drums,  like  boys  ? 

I  don't  want  dulls  ;   I  want  a  watch 

And  chain,  like  Cousin  Floy's." 

"  It  would  serve  you  right,  Miss  Mabel, 
If  good  Santa  passed  you  by, 
And  left  your  stocking  empty," 
Said  the  old  nurse,  with  a  sigh. 

"  He  can  please  himself,  I  do  not  care," 
Was  Mabel's  rude  reply. 

But  by  and  bye,  when  nurse  had  left 
Her  charge  tucked  up  in  bed, 

Miss  Mabel  lay  a-thinking  o'er 
Some  things  her  nuise  had  said  ; 
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Could  it  be  true  some  children  had 
Not  e'en  a  crust  of  bread  ? 

She  heard  the  hailstones  pelting 
'Gainst  the  window,  as  she  lay, 

And  wished  that  Christmas  Eve  was  o'er, 
And  it  were  Christmas  Day  ; 

And  that  her  naughty  little  tongue 
Had  been  less  quick  to  say, 

"  I  hate  Old  Santa  Claus  ;  '     When  lo, 
Her  window  opened  wide, 
And  Santa,  laden  with  his  toys, 
Looked  in,  then  sprang  inside, 
And  with  a  very  serious  face 
Strode  up  to  Mab's  bedside, 

And  said,  "  This  is  the  little  girl 
Well  housed,  well  fed,  well  shod, 

Yet  for  her  blessings  never  thinks 
Of  thanking  the  good  God  ; 

And  hates  Old  Santa,  too  ;  well,  all 
She  wants  now  is  a  rod." 

Then  taking  one  from  out  his  bag 

He  gravely  placed  it  in 
Mab's  stocking,  while  his  jovial  face 

Wore  a  malicious  grin, 
And  she  lay  hiding  'neath  the  clothes, 

Trembling  in  her  skin. 
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Just  then  an  ugly  goblin  came, 

And,  with  a  wicked  leer 
That  set  poor  Mabel's  pearly  teeth 

All  chattering  with  fear, 
Said,  "  Come,  you've  got  to  go  with  me  ; 

Get  up,  my  pretty  dear." 

But  Mabel  answered  in  affright, 

"  I  can't ;   see  how  it  snows  ; 
I'll  catch  my  death,  if  I  go  out 

In  these,  my  thin  night-clothes  ; 
And  Old  Jack  Frost  will  surely  see, 

And  nip  my  poor  bare  toes." 

The  goblin  laughed  derisively, 

"  Ha,  ha  !    You  did  not  care 
When  you  saw  poor  little  children 

With  their  feet  all  blue  and  bare." 
And  seizing  Mabel  by  the  hand, 

He  dragged  her  down  the  stair. 

The  men  and  maids  were  laughing  loud, 

Down  in  the  servants'  hall, 
And  as  they  passed  the  drawing-room, 

Mab  tried  her  best  to  call, 
But  her  ready  tongue  somehow  seemed  tied, 

And  would  not  act  at  all. 

The  goblin  opened  wide  the  door, 

And  Mab's  unwilling  feet 
Followed  him  down  the  slippery  steps 

Into  the  frozen  street  ; 
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Her  pretty  eyes  were  smarting  with 
The  wind  and  driving  sleet. 

At  length  they  reached  a  dreadful  slum, 

And  there,  to  Mab's  disgust, 
She  saw  a  little  half-naked  child 

Pick  up  a  dirty  crust 
Out  of  the  gutter — this  it  ate; — 

And  then  Mab's  sobs  were  hushed, 

As  down,  down,  down,  some  reeking  steps 

To  a  cellar  damp  and  dim 
The  goblin  went,  and  her  little  feet 

Went  pattering  after  him  ; 
When,  hark!   a  child's  sweet  silvery  voice 

Singing  a  Christmas  hymn. 

There,  on  a  pallet  made  of  rags, 

A  childish  form  was  lying  : 
No  covering  for  her  shrunken  limbs, 

Though  the  little  one  was  dying  ; 
No  food,  no  fire,  and  yet  she  sang, 

And  Mab,  amazed,  ceased  crying. 

Then  down  the  steps  a  woman  came, 
Her  wan,  white  face  all  gleaming 

With  joy,  although  a-down  her  cheeks 
Salt  rivulets  were  streaming. 
"  Look,  dear,  what  mammy's  got,"  she  cried, 
Her  sunken  eyes  bright  beaming. 
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Then  from  beneath  her  tattered  shawl 

A  hunch  of  bread  she  drew, 
And  held  a  battered  orange  up 

To  the  little  sufferer's  view, 
Saying,  "  My  child,  is  not  God  good, 

To  send  these  things  for  you  ?  " 

And  the  child  looked  up,  with  smiling  eyes, 
To  the  mother's  worn,  pinched  face, 

Then  folding  her  little  skeleton  hands, 
Said,  simply,  "  Please,  say  grace." — ■ 

Mab's  tears  rained  down — On  the  cellar  floor  ? 
No  !     On  pillows  adorned  with  lace. 

For  'twas  all  a  dream,  and  Mab  awoke 

In  her  own  warm,  cosy  bed  ; 
She  rubbed  her  eyes,  "  Was  it  only  a  dream  ? 

It  seemed  so  real,"  she  said, 
As  she  turned  to  look  for  the  stocking  nurse 

Had  pinned  to  her  little  cot  head. 

There  hung  her  stocking  as  limp  as  could  be, 
Quite  empty,  there  wasn't  a  doubt, 

But  just  to  make  sure,  Mab  unpinned  it, 
And  then  turned  it  the  wrong  side  out  ; 

Quite  empty — but  Mab  shed  never  a  tear, 
She  would  never  more  sulk  or  pout. 

She  thought  awhile,  then  "  It  serves  me  right," 
She  said,  with  a  sage  little  nod, 
"  Old  Santa  spoke  truly — I  never  have  felt 
As  I  ought  to  do,  grateful  to  God." 
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"But," here  she  looked  into  the  stocking  again, 
"  I'm  glad  Santa's  not  left  the  rod." 

'Twas  such  a  bright  face  met  mother  when  she 
Came  into  the  room  that  morn  ; 

And  she  felt,  as  the  little  one  told  her  tale 
That  her  child  had  been  newly  born  : 

Mab  lives  not  for  self,  but  for  others  now, 
And  loves  the  poor  and  forlorn. 


Ho  "3v\s." 

PATRIOTIC    SOCIETY. 

"  Iris,"  a  noble  task  is  thine, 

What  nobler  mission  can  there  be 
Than  this — to  foster  in  the  young 
The  love  of  home,  and  loyalty  ? 

Love  for  their  country  has  inspired 
Our  noblest  patriots  to  die  ; 

And  England's  future  weal  depends 
Upon  her  children's  loyalty. 

Love  is  the  key  to  England's  power, 
And  her  supremacy  is  sure 

So  long  as  in  her  children's  hearts 
Both  love  and  loyalty  endure. 

God  bless  thy  task  then,  "  Iris,"  dear, 
And  may  thy  patriotic  band 

Become  a  pillar  to  uphold 
The  glory  of  our  native  land. 


THE    DIAMOND    JUBILEE.  249 


Ubc  Diamonfc  jubilee. 

Come,  all  ye  loyal  children, 

And  listen  unto  me, 
And  I  will  sing  a  little  song 

About  the  Jubilee — 
The  Diamond  Jubilee,  dears, 

Which  you  all  know,  I  ween, 
Is  to  celebrate  the  record  reign 

Of  our  beloved  Queen. 

For  sixty  long,  long  years,  dears, 

Victoria  has  reigned, 
And  never  English  monarch  has 

Such  love  and  honour  gained, 
As  this  good  Queen  of  ours,  dears, 

Whose  sympathies,  oft  shown, 
Have  drawn  her  subjects'  hearts  to  her 

And  bound  them  to  the  throne. 

On  worthier  head  has  ne'er  been  set 

The  crown  of  our  dear  land, 
Nor  hand  so  firm,  yet  gentle,  held 

The  sceptre  of  command  ; 
And   neath  her  wise  and  temperate  sway 

England  has  come  to  be 
The  leading  power  of  the  world. 

The  home  of  loyalty. 
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And  the  children  of  Old  England 

Should  both  love  her  and  revere, 
For  the  interests  of  the  children 

She  has  aye  held  close  and  dear  ; 
And  through  her  gracious  influence 

The  children  of  to-day 
Have  the  many  privileges  which 

Now  bless  their  childhood's  way. 

Surely,  Victoria  is  blest 

All  others  far  above, 
Since  God  has  given  her  length  of  days, 

And  wisdom,  power,  and  love; 
And,  like  a  star,  her  name  will  shine 

On  future  history's  page, 
When  generations  yet  unborn 

Read  the  Victorian  Age. 

Now,  children,  dear,  I  hope  you'll  all 

Pray  that  our  Queen  may  be 
Preserved  from  every  danger  on 

The  day  of  Jubilee. 
'Twill  be  a  thrilling  sight  indeed 

To  watch  the  pageant  grand  : 
God  keep  the  assembled  hosts  from  harm, 

And  guard  the  Royal  band. 
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©iiu  SDame  H>urfc>en. 

LIVERPOOL    COURIER. 

Now,  whether  our  Dame  he  old  or  young, 
As  some  Links  say  and  others  have  sung, 
It  matters  not,  for  the  children  aver 
There  is  not  a  Dame  to  equal  her. 

Now,  by  your  leave,  I'll  have  my  say, 
I  think  our  Dame  has  a  winning  way, 
And  I  care  not  if  she  be  young  or  old — 
For  I'm  sure  she  has  a  heart  of  gold. 

I  fancy  her  most  with  eyes  of  grey, 
With  a  mouth  round  which  the  smiles  oft  play  ; 
And  tho'  I  have  never  grasped  her  hand, 
Her  kindly  nature  I  understand. 

I  fancy  that  suffering  ones  in  pain, 
Would  long  for  her  cheery  tones  again  ; 
And  dumb  brutes,  catching  her  gentle  eye, 
Would  frisk  about  her  as  she  pass'd  by. 

And  I  know  she'd  never  glance  with  scorn 
At  a  poorer  sister,  or  rudely  turn 
From  the  cry  of  distress.     Ah,  no  !  for  she 
Is  the  very  soul  of  courtesy. 

I  know  her  not,  and  she  knows  not  me; 
And  strangers  ever  we  twain  may  be  ; 
But  though  our  paths  lie  wide  apart, 
Sympathy  flows  from  heart  to  heart. 
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XTo  tbe  patriotic  Society. 

Ye  patriotic  children, 

Whose  sires  have  ever  been 
Devoted  to  their  country, 

And  loyal  to  their  Queen, 
May  good  old  Father  Christmas 

Grant  the  desire  of  all, 
And  may  the  new  year  bring  you 

Tbe  best  that  can  befal. 

There's  just  a  word  or  two,  dears, 

Which  I  should  like  to  say, 
If  you  will  kindly  listen 

To  me  this  Christmas  Day. 
The  year  will  soon  be  over, 

And  our  Society 
Will  shortly  reach  its  second 

Anniversary. 

A  young  child  in  its  first  year, 

As  most  of  you  do  know, 
Has  little  else  to  do  besides 

Stretch  its  limbs,  and  grow  ; 
But  in  its  second,  if  it  be 

A  healthy  child,  'twill  walk, 
And  cease  to  suck  its  little  thumb, 

And  learn,  instead,  to  talk. 
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Thus,  we've  spent  our  first  in  waxing — 

As  country  people  say  ; 
Our  second  one  in  steadying 

Our  steps,  from  day  to  day  ; 
But  now  our  third  year's  coming, 

'Tis  time  to  let  folks  see 
That  we  are  not  a  sickly  shrub, 

But  a  healthy,  growing  tree. 

So  rally  round  your  leader, 

"  Iris,"  who  leads  the  way  ; 
Find  fresh  recruits  to  join  our  force, 

And  work  while  it  is  day  ; 
Then,  when  the  hour  of  action  comes, 

Each  loyal  one  will  be 
Proud  when  the  Herald's  voice  proclaims 

Aloud  "  Our  Victory  !  " 


H  Moto  to  the  JBo\}5. 

Pray  listen  a  moment,  my  brave  little  lad, 
If  your  standard  you'd  pass,  your  teachers  make  glad, 
Attend  to  your  books,  don't  be  thinking  of  play, 
Persevere  with  your  tasks,  and  you'll  win  the  day. 

Chorus  : — Time  flies  !   Time  flies  ! 

Use  your  ears  and  your  eyes, 
"  Early  to  bed  and  early  rise." 
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"  What  is  worth  doing  at  all  is  worth  doing  well," 
Be  it  reading  or  writing,  or  learning  to  spell. 
Is  the  sum  hard  to  do  ?    Then  firmly  resolve 
It  shall  not  conquer  you,  for  the  problem  you'll  solve. 

Chorus  : — Time  flies  !   Time  flies  ! 

Hear  the  words  of  the  wise  : 
"  All  things  are  easy  to  him  who  tries." 

Never  be  late,  my  lad,  but  try  if  you  can 
Always  to  be  punctual,  'tis  far  the  best  plan  ; 
Remember  that  this  is  a  golden  rule, 
Whether  at  home,  abroad,  or  at  school. 

Chorus  : — Time  flies  !    Time  flies  ! 
'Tis  the  laggard  who  cries 
Over  lost  opportunities. 

Your  manners  please  mind,  your  person  keep  clean, 
And  always  be  kind — to  the  weakest  side  lean  ; 
Be  truthful  and  honest,  do  good  when  you  can, 
And  I'll  warrant,  my  laddie,  you'll  grow  up  a  man. 

Chorus  : — Time  flies  !    Time  flies  ! 
'Tis  the  steady  who  rise, 
'Tis  the  noble  we  prize. 
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©pen  Contession. 

(recitation  for  a  little  boy.) 

My  proper  name  is  William, 

But  some  boys  call  me  Will, 
I'm  never  out  of  mischief, 

Because  I  can't  keep  still  ; 
I'm  always  swinging  on  the  doors, 

Or  climbing  on  the  chairs, 
Else  fright'ning  mamma  into  fits 

With  sliding  down  the  stairs. 
I  can't  help  wriggling  about, 

When  I'm  at  church  or  school ; 
I  can't  sit  still  like  other  boys, 

Upon  a  chair  or  stool. 
I  try  to  keep  from  mischief,  but 

I  can't  keep  out  a  minute  ; 
I  cut  up  Mary's  doll  one  day, 

To  see  what  there  was  in  it. 
And  once,  when  I  was  very  young, 

When  petticoats  I  wore, 
I  put  the  pepper  in  the  jam, 

And  mustard  in  the  flour. 
Ma  says  I'll  surely  drive  her  mad, 

With  all  the  tricks  I  play, 
She  says  her  heart  is  in  her  mouth, 

A  dozen  times  a  day. 
I'm  sorry,  for  I  love  mamma, 

So  I'll  do  the  best  I  can, 
To  try  and  keep  from  mischief, 

When  I  grow  up  a  man. 
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Ifooltbas   TTime. 

Standing  by  my  chamber  window, 

Gazing  out  into  the  street, 
I  watch  the  little  children  passing, 

And  listen  to  their  laughter  sweet  ; 
Little  sunburnt  lads  and  lassies, 

With  their  merry  winsome  ways, 
Sporting  in  the  summer  sunshine. 

Making  most  of  holidays. 

Little  lads,  with  mischief  written 

On  their  roguish  faces,  smile, 
As  they  strut,  with  hands  in  pockets, 

Looking  out  for  fun  the  while  ; 
Happy-go-lucky  little  fellows, 

With  no  thought  beyond  to-day  : 
Glad  of  respite  from  their  lessons, 

Who  so  free  from  care  as  they  ? 

Little  lassies,  some  like  mothers 

In  their  watchful  tenderness, 
Guard  their  tiny  toddling  sisters 

With  such  loving  carefulness. 
That  my  watching  eyes  grow  humid, 

As  the  darlings  come  and  go, 
With  their  precious  little  charges 

In  the  sunny  street  below. 
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One,  a  tiny  blue-eyed  maiden, 

With  a  sweet  protecting  air 
Watches  thus  her  sister  Gladys — 

The  dark-eyed  baby  in  her  care. 
Such  a  winsome  mite  is  Jennie, 

So  old-fashioned  and  so  wise, 
That  one  loves  to  question  her 

Just  to  hear  her  quaint  replies. 

Happy  little'lads  and  lassies  ! 

Take  your  fill  of  fun  and  play, 
For  holidays  will  soon  be  over, 

And  brief  is  childhood's  happy  day. 
Who  shall  say  what  lessons  wait  you, 

Under  a  less  kindly  rule, 
When  the  world's  great  gates  you  enter, — 

God  be  with  vou  in  life's  school. 


Z be  Xast  of  tbe  Ifooltoaps. 

The  rain  has  ceased,  the  sun  shines  bright, 
And  the  wind  has  dropped,  I  see, 

So  let's  away  to  Walney  Point, 
And  we'll  have  a  gipsy  tea. 

There's  only  one  day  left,  and  then 

The  holidays  will  be  over ; 
So,  Willie,  go  and  ask  papa 

If  he  will  launch  the  "  Rover." 
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Run,  Dora,  and  invite  your  friends, 
And  be  sure  you  hurry  back  ; 

Emily,  please  take  Mary  out, 
While  Ethel  helps  me  to  pack. 

Get  some  brown  paper  off  the  shelf 

To  wrap  the  kettle — steady  ; 
You  nearly  lost  your  balance  then  ; 

Well,  Willie?—"  Rover's  ready." 

Have  we  got  all  ?     Then  bolt  the  doors ; 

Be  quick,  we  must  not  tarry. 
How  many  children  go  with  us  ? — 

As  many  as  we  can  carry. 

There's  Cousin  Madge,  and  Mamie  C, 

Connie  M.,  her  sister  J., 
Nellie  and  Emily  Lauderdale, 

Dolly  L.,  and  Rebecca  K., 

Clarice,  and  little  Bertie  C, 

Who  never  yet  have  seen 
The  Lighthouse,  so  that  makes,  with  us, 

Our  number  seventeen. 

Nellie,  take  Bertie's  hand,  or  he 

May  stumble  on  the  pier. 
Now,  we  are  off.     Oh,  this  is  grand  ! 

Willie,  let  father  steer. 
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On  sails  old  "  Rover  "  with  its  freight 

Of  children,  young  and  gay, 
On,  past  the  little  isle  of  Piel, 

With  its  ruins,  old  and  grey. 

Here  comes  the  "  City  of  Belfast,'' 

Keep  still,  there's  naught  to  fear  ; 
How  gracefully  she  glides  along, 

'Tis  quite  a  treat  to  see  her. 

Landed  at  last !     Now,  let  us  find 

A  place  where  we  can  settle  ; 
Then  some  of  you  must  seek  for  wood 

Wherewith  to  boil  the  kettle. 

Dora,  unfasten  Mary's  shoes, 

And  then  take  off  her  socks  ; 
And  you  may  paddle,  too,  but  mind 

You  do  not  splash  your  frocks. 

O,  happy  children  !  Would  that  I 
Were  young  again  like  ye. 
"  Mamma,  the  kettle's  singing,  will 
You  lay  the  cloth  for  tea  ?  " 

Find  four  smooth  stones.    What  for  ?    To  keep 

The  cloth  firm  on  the  ground. 
Here's  father  coming  with  the  tea, 

Now  seat  yourselves  around. 
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Willie,  I  wish  you  would  be  still, 

You  keep  me  in  a  flutter, 
You  nearly  stepped  upon  the  pie — 

There  !  he's  upset  the  butter. 

Father,  another  cup  of  tea  ? 

It  simply  is  delicious. 
What ;  time  to  think  of  going  !     Why  ? 

"  The  weather  looks  suspicious." 

"  I  fear  there'll  be  a  thunderstorm 
Before  the  day  is  over ; 
I  think  our  wisest  course  will  be 
To  make  tracks  for  the  '  Rover.'  ' 

Now  we  are  homeward  bound.     Laugh  on, 

While  I  in  silence  pray 
Each  dear  young  voyager  may  find 

Life's  sea  calm  as  to-day  ; 

And  when  at  last  their  voyage  ends, 
May  each  frail  barque  be  found 

In  that  great  haven  God's  prepared 
For  all  the  "  Homeward  "  bound. 
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1bow  Millie  /TCmoe  it  Snow. 

Wee  Willie  watched  with  great  delight 

The  falling  of  the  snow, 
And  he  never  grew  weary  of  the  sight 
Of  the  beautiful  feathery  flakes  of  white 

Fluttering  to  and  fro. 

But  a  thaw  at  night  changed  all  the  scene, 

And  when  Willie  awoke  next  day 
There  was  not  a  bit  of  snow  to  be  seen, 
And  he  said,  as  he  looked  where  it  had  been. 

"  God  might  have  let  it  stay." 

And  day  by  day  he  watched  again 

For  the  snow  to  re-appear  ; 
But  my  bonnie  laddie  looked  in  vain, 
The  beautiful  snow  came  not  again, 

For  Spring  herself  was  here. 

One  night,  as  usual,  he  went  to  bed 

(He  never  has  a  light), 
And  as  I  kissed  the  golden  head, 
The  darling  clung  to  me  and  said, 

i:  Do  rue  sink  it  will  snow  to-night  ?  " 

I  laughed,  as  I  tucked  in  the  little  thing 

(The  nights  were  cold  and  chill), 
And  told  him  how  Summer  would  follow  Spring, 
And  the  flowers  would  bloom  and  the  birdies  sing, 

And  I  left  him  lying  still. 
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Entering  my  room  when  some  hours  had  passed, 

I  got  a  terrible  fright  ; 
For  a  moment  my  heart  beat  wild  and  fast, 
And  then  I  stood  and  stared  aghast 

At  a  little  form  in  white. 

Perched  high  upon  the  window  seat 

Was  my  little  two  years  old, 
He  was  gazing  out  into  the  street, 
Standing  in  his  little  bare  feet, 

Unmindful  of  the  cold. 

"  What  are  you  doing  there  ?  "  I  cried, 

Then  stopped  short  in  dismay, 
For  something  glittering  I  espied  ; 
Then,  as  the  lights  were  brought,  descried 

What  'twas  that  round  him  lay. 

The  contents  of  each  rifled  drawer 

Were  lying  all  about, 
My  trinkets  scattered  on  the  floor, 
And  my  seidlitz  powders — a  goodly  store  — 

Had  all  been  emptied  out, 

And  glittered  like  frost  on  my  little  son, 

And  sparkled  everywhere ; 
For  twenty  powders  he  had  undone, 
And  tossed  the  contents  of  every  one 

Around  him  in  the  air. 

I  gathered  his  little  cold  form  in  my  arms, 
The  while  I  chided  him  so — 
"  Such  naughty  tricks  poor  mother  alarms  ;  " 
But  the  answer  he  gives  all  wrath  disarms — 
•'  I  was  trying  to  make  it  snow  !  " 
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ibelp  flDotber. 

FOR  THE   GIRLS. 

What  have  you  done  to-day,  dears  ? 

What  have  you  done  to-day  ? 
Before  the  golden  sun  goes  down 

Question  yourselves,  I  pray. 
What  have  I  done  to  help  mother  ? 

Then  help  her  while  you  may. 

What  is  there  you  can  do,  dears  ? 

Oh,  there  are  many  things  : 
Stockings,  and  little  rents  to  darn, 

And  pinafores  wanting  strings  ; 
And  fretful  baby  is  so  good 

When  sister  rocks  and  sings. 

All  these,  though  trifling  things,  dears, 
Help  mother  upon  her  way, 

Just  as  the  little  sunbeams  cheer 
Us  on  a  gloomy  day. 

Mothers  bear  heavy  burdens,  dears, 
Lighten  them  while  you  may. 

There's  many  good  little  maids,  dears, 
Who  go  to  school  every  day, 

Yet  they  find  time  to  help  mother, 
And  have  time  enough  for  play. 

But  you — well,  never  mind,  dears, 
Just  listen  to  what  I  say  : 
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I  am  a  mother  myself,  clears, 
And  ofttimes  weary,  too, 

And  grateful  indeed  of  any  aid 
That  little  hands  can  do  ; 

And  so,  I'd  fain  have  you  to  help 
Your  weary  mothers,  too  ; 

Don't  leave  it  till  to-morrow,  dears, 

Begin  at  once  to-day, 
And  try  with  loving  helpfulness 

To  brighten  mother's  way  ; 
To-morrow  it  might  be  too  late, 

Help  mother  while  you  may. 


H  IDisit  to  Santa  Glaus. 

FOR     THE    CHILDREN. 

I  was  sitting  alone  in  the  firelight, 
The  children  were  all  in  bed, 

When  suddenly  before  my  sight 
Sprang  a  little  man  in  red, 

Who  doffed  his  tiny  pointed  hat- 
He  was  a  courteous  fay — 

And  as  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat, 
Said  "  Please  to  come  this  way.  ' 

I  followed  him  unto  the  door, 
And  there  to  my  surprise 

A  lovely  chariot,  with  horses  four, 
I  saw  with  wond'ring  eyes. 
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"Whose  coach  is  that?"  I  asked  the  sprite, 
"  My  master's,  Santa  Claus, 
Who  wishes  you  to  come  to-night, 
To  see  his  Christmas  stores." 

I  jumped  inside,  then  off  we  sped — 

We  seemed  to  fly  through  space — 
Then  suddenly  we  slacken'd  speed 

Before  a  lovely  place. 
Down  sprang  my  little  charioteer, 

The  hall  door  opened  wide, 
A  voice  called  out,  "  The  lady's  here  !  " 

Another,  "  Step  inside  !  " 

Oh  !   what  a  sight  awaited  me 

As  I  stepped  in  the  hall, 
But  I  think  a  monstre  Christmas  tree 

Was  the  grandest  sight  of  all ; 
It  nearly  took  my  breath  away, 

For  all  its  branches  hung 
With  toys  in  glittering  array 

For  children  old  and  young. 

Toys  !    toys  !    I  saw  them  everywhere, 

While  hundreds  of  little  elves, 
Were  busily  packing  here  and  there 

Upon  the  countless  shelves. 
And  when  I  spied  old  Santa  Claus 

He  was  hurrying  to  and  fro, 
His  jolly  old  face  red  as  a  rose, 

His  whiskers  powdered  with  snow. 
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He  opened  a  ponderous  door  on  his  right, 

Disclosing  to  my  view 
Thousands  of  dolls,  in  pink  and  white, 

Green,  crimson,  yellow,  and  blue  ; 
Baby  dolls,  lady  dolls,  boy  dolls,  and  girls, 

Of  every  size  and  degree, 
Some  with  straight  hair,  some  with  curls, 

And  some  dressed  as  sailors  from  sea. 

Then  I  saw  pussy  cats,  rabbits  and  foxes, 

Engines  and  trumpets,  and  bricks  in  galore  ; 
Chocolates  and  bon-bons,  Jacks-in-their-boxes, 

And  heaps  of  lovely  books  on  the  floor  ; 
Mail  carts  and  horses  with  long  flowing  manes, 

Blacks,  browns,  and,  ho!  such  superb  dapple- 
greys, 
Saddled  and  bridled,  with  stirrup  and  reins, 

For  some  happy  boys  in  the  long  holidays. 

Next  I  saw  satchels  of  plush  and  of  leather, 

Boxes  of  soldiers  and  drums  for  the  bold, 
Muffs  to  keep  little  hands  warm  in  cold  weather, 

And  coral  and  bells  for  baby  to  hold  ; 
Boats,  bats  and  balls,  in  delightful  confusion, 

With  tea  sets,  tops,  and  drawing-room  suites, 
All  sorts  of  fruit,  too,  were  there  in  profusion, 

With  dainty  wee  baskets  piled  full  of  sweets. 
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So  I  could  not  help  but  sigh; 

Though  you'll  think  it  very  shocking, 
But  I  really  wished  that  I 

Were  a  child  again  to  hang  up  my  stocking. 
Just  then  there  came  a  little  band 

Of  scouts,  who  said,  "  The  coast  is  clear," 
So  Santa  Claus  shook  my  hand, 

Then  hailed  his  little  charioteer. 
"A  merry  Christmas  !  "  I  heard  him  shout, 

And  then  he  vanished  in  the  air  ; 
I  woke,  and  found  the  fire  gone  out, 

And  myself  at  home  in  the  rocking  chair. 
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Ikill  or  Cure. 

"  There's  something  wrong  wis  dollie," 

Wee  Mary  sadly  said, 
"  I  can  hear  a  very  funny  noise 

Like  rattling  in  her  head." 

"  I  know  what's  wrong,"  said  Emily, 
"  Don't  cry,  you  little  goose, 
We  must  take  her  to  the  doctor, 
Her  brains  are  coming  loose." 

So  they  took  her  to  Sir  William, 
Who  is  noted  for  great  skill  ; 

And  he  said,  "  My  dear  madam, 
Your  child  is  very  ill." 

Then  he  took  a  little  instrument, 
And  sounded  dollie's  head. 
"  There's  something  very  much  amiss 
With  dollie's  brains,"  he  said  ; 

"  But  I  will  do  the  best  I  can," 

And  then  the  doctor  smiled, 
And  added,  "  It  will  never  do 

To  have  a  loose-brained  child." 

And  so  the  doll  was  left  with  him, 
And  Mary  was  quite  sure 

That,  if  Sir  William  did  not  kill, 
He  would  effect  a  cure. 

But  when  she  called  again  next  day, 
She  found  her  dear  one  dead, 

For  in  trying  to  get  at  dollie's  brains, 
The  doctor  broke  her  head. 
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Uhc  Mission  of  tbe  (Ibiloren's  Cbain. 

LIVERPOOL    COURIER. 

To  sow  the  seeds  of  sympathy, 
To  foster  thoughts  of  kindliness 

In  little  hearts  that  else  might  be 
Warped  by  pride  and  selfishness  ; 

Young  feet  to  guide,  young  souls  to  train, 

Is  the  mission  of  the  Children's  Chain. 

Old  age,  alas  !  is  often  made 

The  butt  of  ridicule  and  fun  ; 
The  tottering  steps,  the  hoary  head, 

Too  oft  have  little  reverence  shown  : 
The  Links  who  join  this  Chain  engage 
To  show  due  reverence  to  age. 

The  poor,  the  patient  poor,  who  bear 
Their  weary  burdens  day  by  day, 

With  toilworn  hands,  oft  badly  fare — 

Being  rudely  jostled  on  life's  rough  way  : 

Links  who  would  Dame  Durden  please 

Kind  courtesy  must  shew  to  these. 

The  weak  and  suffering  who  lie 

Throughout  the  long  monotonous  day, 

Oft  for  a  word  of  comfort  sigh, 

From  those  who  pass  so  near  their  way  : 

Links  who  form  this  golden  chain 

Are  pledged  to  sympathise  with  pain. 
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To  cheer  the  suffering,  aid  the  weak, 

To  feel  for  others  in  distress  ; 
And  all  the  dumb  creation  seek 

To  treat  with  love  and  gentleness  : 
These  are  the  virtues  we  would  train, 
These  are  the  rules  of  the  Children's  Chain. 

O,  little  Links  !    the  world  has  need 
Of  all  the  good  that  you  can  do  ; 

O,  little  hearts  !    to  you  I  plead 
Ever  to  these  resolves  be  true  ; 

And  let  your  every  action  prove 

The  mission  of  our  Chain  is  Love. 

Surely  this  world  will  be  the  brighter 
For  little  seeds  of  kindness  sown, 

And  many  a  troubled  heart  be  lighter 

For  kind  words  spoken,  or  good  deeds  done  ; 

And  though  years  roll  on  there  will  remain 

The  influence  of  the  Children's  Chain. 
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IN     MEMORIAM. 

The  angel  Death  has  led  her  gently  through 
The  Silent  gates  into  the  Unknown  land  ; 

And  ye  perforce  must  drink  the  cup  of  rue 

Which  Sorrow  holds  in  her  remorseless  hand  ; 

Must  bow  submission  to  the  will  Divine, 

And  say — "  Thy  will  be  done,"  dear  Lord,  not  mine. 

O  hearts  bereaved  of  vour  beloved  one, 

What  consolation  can  we  offer  you 
Whose  best,  and  dearest,  from  the  earth  has  gone  ? 

The  sweetest  comfort,  if  God's  word  be  true  : 
Here  is  the  balm  to  soothe  your  heart's   sad  pam, 
Here  in  this  promise--"  Ye  shall  meet  again  !" 

The  silver  cord  is  loosened  for  a  while  ; 

The  golden  bond  is  broken  for  a  space  ; 
But  ye  shall  see  again  her  tender  smile, 

Shall  gaze  again  on  her  beloved  face, 
Shall  clasp  her  hand,  and  hear  her  voice  once  more, 
Amid  the  blessed  throng  on  Caanan's  shore. 
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The  Silent  gates  have  shut  her  from  your  sight  ; 

The  earth  has  closed  above  her  gentle  breast ; 
But  while  we  walk  in  darkness,  she  has  light, 

And  while  you  are  aweary,  she's  at  rest  ; 
Here  is  the  compensation  for  your  loss — 
She  wears  the  crown,  the  while  you  bear  the  cross. 

Death  is  not  dissolution  ;   the  last  breath 
Emancipates  the  soul  from  bondage  here  ; 

We  know  not  life  as  yet,  it  comes  through  death, 
And  perfect  Faith,  like  love,  casts  out  all  fear. 

O  hearts  bereaved  !  be  comforted,  for  she 

Has  passed  through  death  to  Immortality. 
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Ubc  Cripple. 

AN    APPEAL. 

Stay  !    for  one  moment  stay  ! 

Ye  who  are  sound  of  limb, 
Whom  God  has  blest  with  health, 

And  hear  my  plea  for  him. 

Compare  your  happy  lot 

With  his  poor  crippled  state  ; 

Thank  Providence  that  you 
Are  spared  so  sad  a  fate. 

How  sharp  the  contrast  'twixt 
His  helpless  lot  and  ours  ; 

What  weariness  is  his, 

What  pleasure  mine  and  yours. 

Ye,  who  delight  to  "  trip 
The  light  fantastic  toe," 

Or,  on  the  whirling  wheel 
For  healthful  spin  to  go, 

Think  what  a  life  he  has, 
How  sad,  how  melancholy, 

As  he  propels  his  way 

Cramped  on  his  little  trolley. 
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Think  you  if  Christ  were  here, 
That  He  would  pass  him  by  ? 

Nay  !  the  poor  blighted  form 
Would  ne'er  escape  His  eye. 

We  ask  you  then  for  aid, 
Not  in  the  cripple's  name, 

But  in  the  name  of  Him 

Who  healed  the  sick  and  lame. 

The  pence  you  will  not  miss 
We  ask  for,  not  your  gold  ; 

Give  !  and  He  will  return 
To  you  a  hundred  fold. 
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